OCCASIONAL VERSES, 



MORAL andl SACRED. 



PUBLISHED FOR THE 



INSTRUCTION and AMUSEMENT 
OF THE 

Candidly Serious and Religious. 

LONDON, 
Printed fbr the EDITOR} 

And Sold by J. BUCKLAND, in Patcr-riofter Row;. 

" ~~ T". S C L LI C r, in the City Road, Moorfield», 



M.DCC'.LXXXT. . 

• >• - • ■ . 



: ' Google 




' / E R R 



ATA. 



'age 15> line 14, for " view," read " you." 
03, — 6, — " odours," — « ardors." 
6 S, — 2J, — " luced," _ " lucid." 
7J> — 7» de 'e the word « then." 
79» — I7,after" foul," infert "in." 
J 32, — 4, for " Is," — read « *Tis.» 
J 33> — >9» — " know," — " known." 
iji, — I, — " accurfe,"— « accufe." 
»° 6 > — 5, — " refoate,"— « rofeate." 
After line 8, page 199, Infert the following ! 
" That crown be thine, by thee its honours worn,** 
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TO THE 

R E A D E R. 

'T^HE following mifcellaneous produc- 
**■ tions were not originally intended for 
public view; as they are but the unpre- 
meditated effufions of mere private amufe- 
rhent, and only occafionally (hewn, by 
way of perfonal refped, to a handful of 
the friends of the Author; who, having 
entrufted a copy of thefe, and many others, 
to a particular acquaintance, has been at 
length perfuaded to admit of their being 
made public. 
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This, he is fenfible, has the appearance 
of a ftale pretence j however, Jlale as it is, 
it is an,abfolute truth; and, tho' not of 
the importance with thofe contained in the 
book, is neverthelefs as unfeignedly real. 

The Author has nothing further to add, 
than his fincere wifhes, that they may be 
of the fervice he is fenfible is intended by 
the Editor; who himfelf, he hopes, has no- 
meaner view, than to render fome indivi- 
dual both wifer and better. V 
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ADORATION. 

LET praife to Thee, all fov'reign Pow'r, arifr, 
Who fix'd the mountains, and who form'd ihefkics! 
Who o'er thy works extend'ft a Father's care ; 
Whofe kind protection all thy Works declare. 
From the glad climes, .where Morn, in radiance drefti 
Starts forth refulgent— to the furtheft weft, 
Oa Tbet alone the who/* dependant lies, 
And ihy rich boon all nature's want fupplies. 

Hail ! Thou great Author of the extended whole I 
Revolving feafons blefs. Thee as they roll ; 
The riling fun points oat thy pathlefs way, 
And (railing moons thy midnight paths betray ; 
The fpangling ftars in Heaven's ethereal frame, 
Shine to thy praife, and fparkle into flame ! 

By Thee, Spring, Summer, Autumn, Winter, rile j 
Thou giv'ft the fmiling, Thou the frowning fldes : 
At thy command the foft'n'mg (bowers diflil, 
Till genial rays the teeming furrows fill i 
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Thyibfrering funs o'er all the globe extend, 
And, bleft by Thee, the verdant fpires afcend ! 

Sec next the product of returning fpring : 
With joy the woods, with joy the vallies ring ! 
Alternate each refound His praife aloud ; 
And dumb creation (houts the incumbent God I 

Thy parent bounty fwells the golden ear, 
And bids the harvefl crown the fruitful year : 
The fruitful year repays the labourer's pain. 
The peafant r s comfort, and' the mailer's gain. 

The winter hoard fupplics the winnowing floor, 
The beaft with fodder, and with bread the poor. 
Each from thy hand his deftin'd boon receives, 
Feeds at thy board, and on thy bounty lives 1 

Thus all thy works confpicuous worfhip raife, 
And Nature's -whole proclaims her Maker's praife j 
Tells out His a£ts, and fpreads His fame abroad— 
Creation's Fountain .' and the creature's goo I 



ON THE NATIVITY. 

- Thoughts on i Tim. iii. 16. 

WAS he then born, whom all creation owns 
Her parent head, and fountain of her being i 
And was he made, who was Himfelf, of all . 
That can be made, the maker and fole heir 1 
By whom, and for, all beings that have been, 
Or are, or fliall, muit or exut or die i 

And 
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And was he feen, who, io the only place 
Where fpirits fee, could not be vifible, 
But as he pleas'd to cover or unveil ? 

And did he walk, whofe Deity had rode 
On cherub's wings, that fwift out fly the light ? 

Did he too labour as an hir'd man . 
Who wrought for bread, whofe hands without fatig; 
Created worlds, and fported with the toil ?' 

And did he fue for water to allay 
His own defire, .when wearinefs and thirft 
Compell'd the Fountain, whence all fprings are fiUN 
And filling flow, to aflc an humble draught 
Prom hands that ought to've wafh'd his feet with tear; 

And did he pray, to whom all prayer is made, 
And praying agonize, as if in fear, 
Or fearful doubt, his fuit ftiotrld be denied ? 

And was he fcourg'd, whofe hands with leniei 
cords 

Had lafh'd the conference of his bafe revilers ? 
And naked nail'd, whofe arm had cloath'd the fldes 
With bright enamel, and the earth with green, 
To Calvary's crofs ? O draw the nail ! yet not ! 
For on it hangs the hope of worlds unborn ! 
And thine who read'ftj if reading thou can'fl fee. 
But, hark 1 he's gone ! and with him all that can; 
Man's lofs or gain, eternal as complete ! 

All Nature iighs ! Hell heard the expiring groan, 
And central ihudders at the dreadful echo ! 
But Heaven exults ! and fo do thou, my foul, 
For whom the whole, here regifter'd, was done ! 
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ON THE CRUCIFIXION. 
WHO hath believed the REPORT? tfa. liii. 1. 

I. 

CA L M as the midnight k my foul, 
When underneath the bloody tubs j 
'Tis there my thoughts fublimely roll, 
* Revolving on that mystery 1 
II. 

There I behold, lift up on high. 

The mark of unrelenting fcorn 5 
The god whofe wifdom form'd the Iky, 

The man of griefs— forfook, forlorn. 

III. 

The man, at whom the father cries, 

. *« Awake, O fword ! and vengeance tako 
" On him, who now devoted lies 
« A furety for the finners fake I 
IV. 

" Spare pot his body, nor his foul ; 

" .On him the whole demand (hall lie s 
«« Himfelf has undertook the whole, 

« And he the whole lhall fatisfy. 

V. 

« He only lhall the wine-priss tread, 
*« The dregs of my difpleafure tafte : 

« On him, and on his guiltlefs head, 
« The weight of my revenge lhall reft." 

1 
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VI. 

Is this then he that comes from far, 
From edo m with his garments dy'd ? 

Is this the bright, the morning star, 
Eclips'd, as mourning for his bride ? 

VII. 

[s this the Father's only Son, 

The image of himfelf uofeen ; 
rhe fulnefs of the three in one, 

In likenefs of the fons of men ? 

VIII. 

n whom I view th* incarnate cod, 

An isaac on the altar flain; 
•Jo angel there to (lay that rod, 

Or bid, " Re-ftieath the fword again." 
IX. 

"here, then, I fee the Prince of Peace, 

Lord of the living and the dead, 
our from his wounded fides recefs 

The laft rich drop he has, to (bed. 

■ X. 

"is there I fee each legal type, 
Dreadful unfolded to my view, 
he pascal lamb for (laughter ripe, 
The great burnt-offering burnt anew. 

XL 

lere too, with them who flood around 
His crofs, with tearful eyes, 1 fee 
:ih myfteries ureaming from that wound, 
That, as it ftreams, atones for me ! 

»3 XIL 
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There, with the mother of her Lord, 
Whofe foul" the fword of anguifo pierc'd, 

I feem to ftiare the fad record, 
And weep, with her, the fcene rehears'd. 

xin. 

There I behold the mighty fun 
In darknefs plunge his vifual rays ; 

And there the pale and (hiv'ring moon, 
For forrow fcems to veil her face. 

XIV. 

All Nature feels the direful fliock, 

As Nature's felf abhorr'd their deeds ; 

While jewifb hearts, more hard than rock, 
Revile the Sufferer as he bleeds. 

XV. 

Tis there I fee what fin deferves, 
'Tis there I fee what fin has done, 

When on that crofs mine eye obferves 
The Father's co-eternal son 1 
XVI. 

There I bewail, with downcaft eyes, 
My own ingratitude and frame ; 

How much i need, yet little prize, 
The merits of the bleeding lamb ! 

XVII. 

Tis there, in types of blood, I read, 
What Juftice might have done to me j 

Transferr'd from my offending head, 
And nail'd with Jefus to the tree. 



XVIII. 
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XVIII. 

'Tis there, between two thieves, I view 

The only innocent and juft ; 
The god of all, who all things knew, 

Humbled with felons to the dull. 

XIX. 

'Tis there, with wonder, I behold, 
What Patriarchs once could fcarce conceive > 

tfor Prophets, tho' themfelves foretold, 
For wonder, eafily believe. 

XX*. 

There I behold th' angelic throng 

Bending o'er Heaven's eternal Iteep j 
Vhile Seraphs, flruck, fufpend their fong-, 

And high Archangels feem to weep ! 

XXI. 

'here Gabriel, foremoft of the choir, 

Hangs o'er his harp with melting eye, 
'o fee the god that did infpire 

That harp with life, accursed diel 
XXII. 

or feems ev'n Hell without its (hare ; 
Seiz'd with diffractions wild amaze, 
heir eyelids flalh more horrid glare, 
As fcorch'd with flames of fiercer blaze. 
XXIII. 

heir lofs bewail'd with fhriller cries, 
Their fall a fate so tongue can tell ; 
t funk as judgment feems to rife, 
They deeper fiak to deeper Hell ! 

XXIV. 



[ 20 ] 

XXIV. 

The foul arch-fiend, with bruised head, 

Now (hudders for his future doom ; 
While sin and death united dread 

The approaching, triumph of the Tomb *. 
XXV. 

All this, and more, methinks I fee, 

By faith's Arong realizing eye ; 
My curfe all cancePd on that tree 

On which the tree of life did die ! 

XXVI. 

* But when (I afk) did this begin ? 

•« Who firft fuch thoughts of love could dare ? 
(' With art divine condemn the fin, 

" And yet the finner kindly fpare V 
XXVII. 

I afk'd, and, as I liften'd, heard 

This gracious anfwer to my plea s 
*' Ere yet creation's felf appear'd, 

" Or aught but deity could be: 

XXVIII. - 
« Ere the bright orb that lights the day, n 

« Or that fair lamp that gilds the night ; 
«« Ere (hone the liars, whofe clufter'd ray 

«« Adorns the firmament with light : 
XXIX. 

" High as the fount from whence it flow'd, 
« Deep as the fource from whence it fptung; 

" Ere feraph forms extatic glow'd, 
« Or morning ftars their mattins fung, 

* The Re/urreSiion, XXX. 
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XXX. 

" This myftery of love began 

Its fourcc in his eternal mind, 
**' Who god with god, as man with man, 
*• Then fware to refcue ioft mankind. 
XXXI. 

" Jo that great moment all was fix'd ; 
' I come (he cries) to do thy will : 

* Be judgment but with mercy mix'd, 

' And I her vengeance will fulfil. 

XXXII. 

* I will the finner's curfe fuftaio, 

* I will the debt of juftice pay \ 

* The iaw's long injur'd rights regain, 
' And bear the injurer's guilt away 1* 

XXXIII. 

" His word tb* incarnate furety kept ; 

" And, well prepar'd to feel the froart, 
" Thy furety has difcharg'd the debt, 

" And fnatch'd its dagger from thy heart i 
XXXIV. 

«« Took on himfelf the load of fin, 

" Content to bear imputed guilt, 
" He fiill remain'd untaint within, . 

" And fpotlefs as the blood he fpilt. 

XXXV. 

" Be then His afts thy. wonder's joy, 

" Thy life the witnefs of His love j 
" Its fweet defcant thy fweet employ, 
Till fown in death it blooms above. 

xxxvr. 
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xxxvt. 

" Where long as Heav'n itfelf (hall live, 
" Long as the God that died for thee } 

" So long His love (hall life furvive, 
" And Saintt revolve the mystery I.** 



ON THE RESURRECTION, 
I. 

AL L hail the power of jbsu's name I 
Let Angels proltrate fall j. 
Bring forth the royal diadem, 
To crown Him lord of All". 

II. 

Let high-born Seraphs tune the lyre, 

And, as they tune it, fall 
Before His face who tunes their choir, 

And crown Him lord of All. 

HI. 

Crown Him, ye morning liars of light, 

Who fix'd this floating ball ; 
Now hail the flrength of Israel's might, 

And crown Him lord of All. 

IV. 

Crown him, ye martyrs of your god, 

Who from His altar call ; 
Extol the Item of jesse's rod r 

And crown Him lord of AIL 



V. 
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V. 

Ye feed of Israel's chofen race; 

Ye ranfom'd of the fall, 
Hail Him who faves you by His grace, 

And crown Him lord of All. 

VI. 

Hail Him, ye heirs of david's line, 
Whom David lord did call ; 

The god incarnate, man DiviKE; 
And crown Him lord of All. 

VII. 

Sinners ! whofe love can ne'er forget 
The worm wood and the call, 

Go— fpwad your trophies at His feet, 
And crown Him lord of All. 

VIII. 

Let every tribe, and every tongue, 

That bound creation's call, 
Now fhout in univerfal fong, 

The CROWNED XORD OF ALL ! 



THE LORD IS KING. 
Ffalm xevi 10. 

I. 

HAIL, holy, holy, holy lord ! 
Let Pow'rs immortal ling ; 
Adore the co-eternal word, 
And flwut, the lord is kino! 

II. 
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To thee all Angels cry aloud, 

Thy name hofannas ring ; 
Around thy throne their myriads crowd, 

And (hout, the lord is king ! 
III. 

Hail Him, they cry, ye fons of light, 

Of joy the -eternal fpring ; 
Praife Him who form'd you by his might, 

And fllOUt, T*UE LORD IS KING ! 

IV. 

Low at His feet, ye Seraphs, fall ; 

His praife, ye Cherubs, fing : 
Shout, aH ye Heav'ns, on whom we call; 

O&OUt, THE LORD IS KING ! 

V. 

Hail Him, ye faints, whofe love for yoo 

Hath drawn the monger's fling : 
O render to the lord His due, 

And ftlOUt, THE LORD IS KING ! 

VI. 

Let salem's fons their pow'rs employ, 

And ftrike the chorded firing ; 
While choral bands, with burfls of joy, 

High fhoor, TH£ lord is king ! 
VII. 

Cry out and ftSout, fair z ion's land! • ' 

Ye priefts, your offerings bring : 
Watchmen ! that on her ramparts ftand, 

And fllOUt, THEIORD.IS KING J 

VIII. 

• 4 
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VIII. 

Rife from tbc daft, ye Heirs of Grace, 

And, with expanded wing, 
Afcend to Him who Ells all fpace, 

And fllOUt, THE LORD IS KING ! 

ix. 

Let worlds above, and worlds below. 

In fongs united fing ; 
And, while eternal ages flow, 

. Loud fllOUt, THI LORD IS KING ! 



THE MASTER'S YOKE — THE 
SCHOLAR'S LESSON.. 

Learn of me. Matt. xi. 29. 
I. 

O Grant me, Lord, that fweet content, 
That fweetens every ftate ; 
TVhich no internal fears can rent, 
Nor outward foes abate. 

II. 

Thou wilt keep him in perfeft peace, 

(Thy word the truth hath faid) 
Who, cloth'd with thy great righteoufnefs, 

Thy arm his ftreogth has made. 

III. 
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nr. 

Grant me then, lord, a contrite heart, 

A meek and quiet breaft ; 
Thy own unfpotted mind impart, 

Thy own unlhaken reft. 

IV. 

That rest for humble fouls prepar'd, 

The bofora of thy love ; 
Where patience finds her'full reward, 

When perfe&cd above. 

y. 

Give me then grace this reft to feek, 

And, as I feek, to find ; 
My heart all pure, my foul all meek, 

The copy of thy mind. 

' . VI. 

So (hall I know thy utmoft power. 

Thy utmoft glory prove } 
And in eternity adore 

The matchlefs gift of tovjt l 



THE WAY-FACING MAN. 
A PA ROOT. 

1. 

TH E wand'ring pilgrim treads his road, 
In fearch of Happinefs and God ! 
Undaunt he ventures on his way, 
Tho' toft by night as tir'd by day : 
in hopes, when every toil is o'er, 
To land upon the eternal fliore. 

II. 
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11. 

When tempefls howl and ftorms arife, 
That fluke the turrets of the flcies ; 
When waves as mountain billows foam, 
His faith ftill eyes the promis'd home ; 
In hopes, when every toil is o'er, 
To land upon the eternal fliore. 

in. ' ; 

When round the altar's facred mount, 
His joys their former griefs recount, 
His tried companions join the throng, 
And.flaout the univerfal. fong : 

" 6 may, we, when thofe toils are o'er, . , 
** All fafely tread the eternal fhore. 

. r - 



THE GOLDFINCH. 
4 PARODY. 



I. 

WHILE o'er the mountain's- top I cKmb, 
Nor wait the flow return of time; 
As longing more for sal em's fprings, 
Than all the pageantry of kings j 
Forgive me that I thirft to fee 
The myftic depths of calvart; 

, Ca II. 



[ 28 ] 

II. 

let me join the angelic throng, 
That o'er the Croft fufpend their fang • 
And look, with tearful eyes, to view 
The man that once on earth they knew, 

Now bleeding on the accurfed tree, 
And mufe the depths of calvary. 

in. 

Till warm'd my heart with myflic flame, 

1 long to (hare the glorious (hame j 
And, as I feel the facred fire, 
Myfelf a faerifice expire : 

From thence remount to Heav'n, and fee 
The eternal depths of ciLVAUT ! 



THE COMPLAINT. 
I. 

SE QJJ E S T E R 'D from the world of noife. 
And abfent as from gob, 
The chaften'd fufl'crer hears His voice, 

And greets the facred rod : 
"With ceafelefs fighs his fin he moans, 
While Mercy echoes to his groans. 

n. 

Jail like a ,bafe, unthankful child, 

The father's gracelefs heir, 
When conquer'd by correction mild, 

And trembling to draw near, 
The prodigal fcarce lifts his eye, 
But heaves the deep reflexive figh. 

HI. 
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III. 

So thus the prodigal of grace, , 
Late wander'd from his home, 

"When fore'd to fee a Father's face, 
Who meekly bids him " come," 

With twice ten thoufand namelefs pangs, 
O'er the returning ftray he hangs. . 

: IV. 
And thus the bowels of that Breaft 

That once for finners bled, 
Are ftill with equal lore impreft, 

And ftill extends its aid : 
The only friend that finners have 
To plead their caufe— or them to faye I 



THE TEMPEST. 
I. 

IN ftorms and tempeft ftill I dare 
The danger -of ten thoufand waves ; 
And caft my all upon His care, 
Whofe arm ten thoufand deaths outbraves. 
II. 

With jesus o'er the deep I fail, 
Toft to and fro with every wind } . 

The ftormy blaft or (hiv'ring gale, 
If fo I may the haven find. 

C 3 . IIL 

* 
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III. 

But, ah ! the thoufand fears I feet, 
The thoufand dangers yet unpaft t 

The rocks o'er which I have to reel, 
Ere makes my foul the Port at laft. 
IV. 

But 0> my God ! if thou art near^ 
Or prefent in the (hip with me ; 

What has ev* unbelief to fear I 

When loft— I'm only loft with Thee r 



THE CONFLICT, OR CONQ.UEST 
OVER THE CONQUEROR. 

Gen- xxxii. 24. 
f. 

I WOULD, if wi(hing would but do>. 
Be all thou bid'ft me be : 
Yet what but (hades do I purfue,. 
Till fight difcovers thee ? 

II. 

Till with my arms of faith I can 

Command the riling fcale ; 
And wreflling both with cod and man, 

O'er cod and man prevail. 

m 
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Till) Jacob like, I hold Thee faff;.. 

Nor let the Wreftler go ; 
But wreffling till the night is paft,. 

Myfeif the Conqueror know.. 

IV. 

O might I then- with jacob meet, 

With jacob wreftle on, 
Till fells the Conqueror at my feet,. 

And owns Himfelf" outdonu ! 



AN ALPHABETIC PRAYER. 

AL L wife ! all good ! all glorious Lord of all ! 
Before whofe throne th' angelic armies fall, 
Creation's fons thy majefty adore, 
Declare thy greatnefs and confefs thy pow'r. 
Each day preferv'd— each day thy creatures own 
Frefh mercies granted, and frefli favours (hewn. 
Grant then for each' — what belt for all muft prove, 
Heav'n here on earth, and then thy heav'n above. 
Ia all thou <Jofr, thy hand m all be feen, 
Juftice and truth, while mercy fliines between. 
Kept from all harm— as from all foul offeoce, 
Luff's dirk defile— and pride's ambitious fenfe, 
Make every heart the temple for its God ; . 
Nor leave a thought that can provoke his rod. 

' <tf 

.Google 



r 3* 3 

Of all thy gifts — thy holinefs bellow, 
Purer than light, and whiter than the Jwyi> 
Quicken our fouls — till, purified our mind, 
Reafon lhall bend — fubmiflive as refin'd !. 
Soft fpicy gales from edom's grove9 (hall fpring, 
The ftream fliall murmur, and the turtle ling ; 
Vain thoughts {hall die— while thoughts of god (hall 
. . rife, 

Unmoor our hearts, and waft us to the flues ; 
With martyr'd faints we'll croud the ethereal coafr, 
Xerxes out-number, and defy his hod ; 
Yon facred fpiies announce the pilgrims home; t 
Zion's fair mount — and god's eternal dome !' 

THE SECOND- PSALM. 
\. 

WHY rage the heathen with their mad defign I 
The nations' why fo fooliflily combine? 
Their work of nothing and themfelves undone : 
Earth's haughty monarch* have united rofe,' 
Princes confederate their arms oppofe 

Againlt the lord (of holts) and his anointed son ! 
If. 

" Let us," fay they, *' their bands in funder break, 
" Their yoke difchnrge from off our fervile neck, 

" Nor fiavifh wear the ever-galling chain :" 
But HE that fitteth far above all height ** 
Hath feen their malice, and their fell defpite, 
{ And laughs to fcorn their impotence profane. 

III. 
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III. 

Then (hall He fpeak in thunder's awful found, 
With, fore dlfpleafure compafs them around, 
And with (unheard) amaze their ftartled confcienct 
fill: 

" Spite of their aim invidious to defeat 
" My great defigns — behold my hand (hall fet 
" My fav'rite King upon my Holy Hill !" 
IV. . 

There will T preach the law, whereof the Lord 
Of old hath fpoke — there will I feal the word, 

" Thou art my Son, this day will I beget 
** Mine image in thee— therefore to thy hands 
" I- give all nations^ and earths utmoft lands, 

«* And there thy throne and thy dominion fet t ■' 
V. 

** There (halt, thou reign, and, ruling as a god, 
** Shall bruife ia pieces with an iron rod 

" Thy foes and mine— who would not own thy 
*• fway : 

■« Be wife, ye- kings — ye monarchs, hear and learn, 
" Ye partial judges— behold you I warn, 

" Againft the vengeance of that judgment day !' 
VI. 

** Go kifs the Son ! left by delay you grieve,. 

«* Or fcorn'd provoke— and force His love to leave. 

* ' Your fouls to perifh in the gulph of death : 
** Since, if His wrath be but a moment flirr'd, 
** Bleft are the men, who, fruiting on His word', 

" Embrace the hand whofe pottnce gave them* 
" breath I* 

THE. 
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THE ROUND. AND ODOUR.. ' 
Altered /rant HER EE RT. 

■ t i. -■ 
% 

HOW fweetly doth. " my mister" found to me t 
More fweet than harp or harper's melody : - 
And to my tafte more fweet than amber, fmelj,, . 
Or Arab's fpices— or what feers tell \ \ 
Of SHA»oti's ; rofe— favc t,hatmy master's He*, : , 
Who only, cart with, sharon 'a role agree.. ( ' .» 

If. 

With thefe by day T hold him fweet converfo, " ,' 
And thro' the night my lleeping dreams rehearft t ■• 
Oc wakeful rnufc — while murmurs every thought^ 
Till by communion into vifidn brought; 
Hia form I view— -His matchtefs features tracer 
And think I fee the godhead in His face.: 

III. 

My fluttering heart awaits His bhfsfuj. futile. 
To blefs my labours, and accept my toil ; 
For labour's reft and toil for Him is eafe, 
When him alone, and not myfelf, 1 pleafe : 
Thus pleas'd we're both — each plight our mutual 
word, 

He calls me " Servant"— as I call Him," lord." 

IV. 
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IV. 

Yet ah ! how fliort the fervice I can pay 
Of His high worth ! But this I'll do— I'll fay, 
' master, I'm thine — and what more can I bej 
'* If aught's beyond — this muft depend on Thee : 
' To this I Hand — do thou but fay, " well done," 
4 And then we finith where we firft begun I " 



THOUGHTS ON HEBREWS XII. 
I. 

AWATCE, my foul— arife ! 
And run the heavenly race : 
'Look up to Him who holds the prize, 
And offers thee the grace. 

II. 

The rich reward 'of love, 

By faith held forth to view ; 
The crown that martyrs wear above, 

And now held forth to view. 

in. 

Say not, " Who will beftow, 

" Or who the gift fecure i " 
Go after your forerunner, go, 

And find the promife/wr*. 

Google 
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IV. 

■Shake off the carnal duft, 

That clogs your Hogging fpeed; 
•Nor longer in your idols truft, 

The living or the dead : 
V. 

Each fordid, low defire, 

Each heart-corroding care, 
Each Jm that would thy death confpire, 

-And chain thee to defpair. 

VI. 

Start from the goal of earth, 
And, fill'd with humble zeal, 

Afpiring to thy fecond birth, 
Its facred influence fed. 

VII. 

Borne on the wings of faith, 
Thro' fuffering, grief, or pain: 

In patience tread the martyr'd path, 
Till hope the prize (hall gain. 
VIII. 

Till he, who once of old 

Himfelf the race did run, 
Jesus, the full reward unfold, 

And fnatch thee to His throne ! 



THOUGHTS 
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THOUGHTS ON JOB, XIX. 25, 



I. 



IK NO W that my Redeemer lives," 
He lives who died for me; 
And when His voice the dead revives, 
I fhall His glory fee. 

H. 

I /hall before His prefence rtand, 

And, 'ray'd in robes divine, 
Be found a ftar at His right hand, 

And as a ftar fliall mine. 

HI. 

I fhall in righteonfnefs behold < 

The beauties of His face ; 
And, with the cloud of faints of old. 

Adore His fov'reign grace. 

IV. 

I /hall, tho* worms this flefh confnme, 

To purer manfions rife j 
And, mounting from the narrow tomb, 

Explore the unbounded fkies. 
V. 

I fhall of Hint who died for me 

Be made a Prieft and King ; 
And then, thro' all eternity, 

The King of Glory ling ! 

D ON 
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ON GOOD FRIDAY. 

■ 

DIES h E that lives ! - -does then the 1 m mor tal die? 
Can Reafon hear, nor afk the reafoa why ! 
Does he expire like frail mortality, 
Whofe breath is LIFE— His days eternity ? 
He does — but why ? — look, infidel, within ; 
Offended juftice, and uncancel'd fin, 
Each now no more — the debt eternal paid, 
And full redemption — full atonement made. 
" Father, forgive" — Forgive," the spirit cries : 
" 'Twas man that fin'd ; but 'tis tby Son that dies 1" 



ON THE FALLEN ANGELS. ' 

WONDER ! forbear — nor curious feek to pry 
How forms create, fo holy and fo high, 
Could thus offend — and in that prefence dare ; 
' Announce their treafon, and its rights aver ! 
Enough, they fell — and fell thro' pride, deplore, 
What loft by them, is loft to find no more. 
Thy marvel this— that man rebell'd the fame, 
Should that obtain, fo dread denied to them i 
Who took his nature— he his curfe endur'd, 
From ruin refcu'd, and his peace procur'd. 
B,ut why fuch grace — or why fuch favour giv'n, 
Is beft referr'd, as beft refolv'd ia hbav'n. 

ON 
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ON SLEEP. 



MBLEM of death ! as is its couch the Grave, 



Doom'd to contain the Coward and the Brave; 
Where fleep reclin'd, the guilty and the pure, 
Alike intomb'd— fcquejle'r'd and Jecure ; 
Referv'd alike in that dread hour to wake, 
Deflin'd to ftand — and each their deftine take. 
Peace to the laft— while judgment marks the fiift, 
Ere yet arraign'd — accurfing; and accurft. 
Rais'd from the'rr bed, to wrap In fleep no more, 
Reviv'd they gaze, and horribly adore. 
Oh, fatal fleep ! that thus awak'd to woe, 
No longer eafe — no longer reft lhall know 1 
E'en here a foretafte of that keener fleet,] 
That fools have mock'd — and dying fools muft-ftel. 



THE POWER OF DIVINE VENGEANCE, 
A SACRED SONNET. 



WHEN God for fin (hall death demand, 
Who can before His judgment Hand ! 
The proud (hall bend— the mighty fall, 
Pefore the Lord, the Judge of all. 




I. 
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II. 

Justice can make the Heav'nt afrakf. 
And biightett Cherubs hide their head. 
From Him who fits nrm the throne, . 
For He is pure, and He alone. 

III. 

Compar'd with whom, all beings made 
Are but the (hadows of a (hade : 
Nought have but what He deigns to give. 
In whom they move, by whom they live* 
IV. 

How then {hall mortals bear the fight 
Of fuch a God, and fuoh a height 1 
The fans of Adam — all unclean, 
In guilt conceiv'd, and born in fin. 
V. 

^jet ev'n of thefe, there yet fhall fiand 
Before His throne, and on each hand, 
A royal race, by Him redetm'd, 
Whom God approv'd, tho' men blafphem'cK. 

Vf. 1 
O might my lot with theirs be calr, 
Who, found in Him, lhall Hand at laft 
Bold in His fight, by fear unaw'd, 
And face the purity of God *. 

* 1 John, m. 2. 
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A PRAYER FOR MERCY, 
Or Thoughts on Pfalm cxix. 94. 

I. 

IF lam thine, wilt not thon fave, 
And hide me from my foe j 
Vouchfafe the blefling that 1 crave, 
-And, as 1 aflc—beftow. 

II. 

If / am thine, wilt thou not hear, 

And grant me this requeft, 1 - 

That 1 at leaft thy name may fear, 
Tho' joy forfake my breaft. 

III. 

If Jam thine, thou canft bot fare, 

For then thy/elf art mine : 
If not — thon canft adopt a flave, 

And' make him heir with thiue. 
IV. 

Thou canft with perfect eafe perform 

Whate'er thy pleafure will ; 
A /inner to a faint transform, 

Tho" found a /inner (till. 

Such power to thee, my God, belongs, 

And to thy name alone ; 
And fuch the triumph of their fongs, 

Whom Mercy makes her owa. 

D 3 vi, 
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vi. 

If then thy love this grace will Ihewy 

This gift on me confer, 
I lhall find reft where'er I go, 

And Heav'n be always near. 

VIL 

I /hall with 4fraeh flock be found. 
That loft, but ranfom'd race ; 

And (hour, thro* one «ternal round, 
The love that Jam by grace ! 



THOUGHTS ON, JOB, I. 
I; 

NAKEI> into the world I came, 
And naked I return ; 
My covering nothing but myfhame,. 
My nakednefs 1 mourn. 

II. 

Stript of the image of my COD, 

Unfit for angel-eyes, 
J wander here a naked clod, 

Tho' form'd to fcale the flues.. 
III. 

My fkft progenitor, by fin 

Corrupted as defil'd, 
Has deep entaiPd his guilty flain 

Oa each apoftate child. 
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IV. 

For this, of every comfort fhorne, 

For this, himfelf he loft ; 
While we, his wretched offspring, mourn: 

The price our ruin coft. 

V. 

But O, thou fecond Adam, come,, 

And clothe my naked foul ; 
Reverfe the fentence of my doom,. 

And make my nature whole ! 
IV. 

Thine image on my heart imprefs,. 

Thy righteoufnefs. divine ; 
That, walking in thy glorious drefs, 

I may in glory (hine •• 



t 

C H K1S.T EXALTED, 

r.. 

I A M he that -was and is ; 
I am he that's yet to come :• 
I am he that ever lises, 

Dead, but rifen from the tomb ! 
I am he whom seraphs own, . 

And before my footfteps fall ; 
High on an eternal throne, 
Lord ! and ruler over all ! 
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Thou art he ! who all things made, 

And to whom all things (hall bow ; 
Nature's fountain, and her head, 

Everlafting xord art thou ! 
Everlafting prieft and king, 

Head o'er all of god to men : 
God and man— o'er all we fing, 

Cod and man with thee we reign ! 



THE S I N N E R*S. J O Y. 

IAM.fr for whom he died, 
He whom highcft. heav'ns adore ;. 
God ! the Saviour crucified, 

God ! the b!eft for evermore. 
God ! the bleft, the great I am ! 

Lord of all the worlds above: 
Sing, ye faints, the. Saviour's name,. 
Sing, ye faints, the Saviour's love I 



THE SPIRITUAL PATIENT. 

:< 

CO H E— O come, thou good Phyfician, 
Healer of the wounded foul ; 
See my fad and fore condition, 
View me, lord, and fpeak me -whole. 

1L 
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11. 

Stricken — {mitten— wounded — bruifafi. 

All difeafe thro' every part j 
Long I have thy help -rerufed, 

Long denied thy healing art.. 

But at length convine'd— confounded,, 

Now thy healing art I crave ; 
And believe my hope well grounded, 

Thou wilt not refufe to'fave. 
IV. 

Envy, wrath, and low'refenrment, 
Never can hare place in thee :. 

Love thou, art— if mut'd. with judgment*. 
And they both (hall plead: for me. 



A HYMN ON ISAIAH, LXV. 19.. 

. T. 

GO D of Jacob, bend thine ear, 
Thou that beared — hear the pray'r 
Thou whom here we feek again, 
Wilt thou let us "feek in vaint" 
II. 

O thou, Ifraets ftrength and head ! 
Haft thou not to xacob faid, 
" Call upon me yet again, 
• «* For thou ftialt not feek in vain t " 

nr.. 
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111. 

Lor» ! we hold thee to thy word, ; 
Plead the promife on record ; 
Truft thine honour to maintain, 
That we fhalr not feek in vain* 

IV. . • 
Only Tet thy love incline 
All our hearts to pray with thine; 
Then," however mean our ftrain. 
We can never feek in vain : 

.. . ■ v.i ■ 

But ftiall in due time receive . 
AM' thy truth hath fworn to give? ' ' - 
And, while endiefs years remain,, ■ 
Know we did not feek in vain. 



THOUGHTS ON CANTICLES, V. t. 
T. 

IN T my garden, lo J I come, 
To tafle the fpikenard's rich perfume, 
The /pices of my grace : 
Into my garden will I come, 
To take my love, my fair-one home, 
And feal the laft embrace. 

.- i 
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II. 

Into' my garden am I come, 

To breathe the %'s foft perfume, 

That fcents the facred grove ; 
To blefs the vale of heav'nly flowers, 
Where keeps the fpoufe her happieft hours, 

And waits "her laft remove. 

in. , 

" I come" — the bridegroom gently cries : 
" O come," the gentle bride replies, 

" And fraooth the rugged road : 
" He comes I His chariot-wheels I hear 1 
" He comes ! and (hall my fpirit bear 

" To his unseen abode ! " 



THE SINNER'S RESOLUTION. 



I. 

LE T the world afk what they will, 
And let Heav'n their wifli fulfil ; 
This be that for which I cry, 
Save me, Jefus, or I die. 

Ill 

" Doft thon afk— what (hall I give i" . 
Lord ! I afk that I may live; 
And thro* all my life may cry, 
Save me, Jefus, or I die, 

nr. 
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HI. 

•** Speak again, what wouldft thou. have* 
*« Tbinkeft thou that I can fave I " 
Yes, my Cod— I do, and cry, 
Save me, Jfa/kr, or I die. 

IV. 

Nor do think — the thing I alk, 
Is for thee too great a tafk ; 
Thou, whofe wifdom built the fky, 
Sure can fave me from to die.. 

V. 

Nothing, Lord, is hard to thee, 
Nor impoflible to me : 
If thou wilt but hear the cry. 
Save me, Jefus, or I die. 

VI. 

Here, then, would I make my mono, 
Till I (hake the eternal throne ; 
Till I hear my God reply, 
" Go in peace— thou <halt not die ! " 



THE SURE PETITION. 
I. 

OTHAT I might for aflting have, . 
What well I know my foul would Cwe ; 
"Twould then be feen, beyond a doubt. 
Whether I would be fa?'d 01 not. 

n. 
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ii. 

I could not, finely, be fo bafc, 
As to reject fo rich a grace, 
That bids me only aik and have 
What well I know my foul would fave. 
Ill, 

-Come then, my god, the offer make; 
I alk thee, Father, for His fake, 
Who died for this, that I might have 
What well I know my foul would fave. 
IV. 

-■Repentance, faith, and pard'ning love, * 
The hope affur'd- of heav'n above ; 

- All thou can'ft give, or I can have, 
That, well I know, my fonl would lav*. 
V. 

This then I alk, and now believe, 

In aiking that I (hall receive ; 

And rife with Him — who left the grave, 

With full refolve roy foul to fave. 



CEASING FROM' SELF. 

r. 

IW O U'D be ail tHat'I am net, 
And every thing I ought ; 
My fool without a Angle fpot, 
And pure in every thoogbt. 

£ II. 
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11. 

I wou'd be patient, gentle, mild. 

In every wilh refign'd ; 
The model of a little child, 

To every good inclin'd. 

"I. 

I wou'd be prudent, kind, and meek, 
In love each wound receive ; 

When fmitten, torn the other cheek, 
And then the foe forgive. 

IV. 

I wou'd in pain, in grief, and loft, 

Be thankfully content ; . 
Look up to Him who bore his croft, 

And on to Calvary went. 

V. 

I wou'd be all I ought to be ; 

Thro' grace it mall be done : 
My God, I would be all like Thee, 

And that is all in one'! . 



THE EXILE'S COMPLAINT. 
I. 

AH, woe is me ! conftrain'd to dwell 
In Mefech'% dark abode ; 
With Kedar's tents, like Moloch's cell, . 
Remote from Iliad's Cod. 

II. 
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No more the Charmer's voice I hear, 

Nor Zion's temple fee ; 
No more herffongs delight my ear,. 

With facred melody. 

nr. 

How long, my God, how long (hall I 
Be banilh'd thus from home ? 

O hear thy exlle'i mournful cry, 
And, at my crying, come. 



THE. SINNER'S WISH. 
L 

I WOULD, thou know'ft how fain I would 
Be all thou bidft me be : 
And to would I— if fo I could, 
Be what thou art to me. 

II. 

Holy, benign, fincere, and jufr, 

In every work and word j 
Put all my confidence and truft 

In thee, my gracious lord. 

nr. 

But I, alas ! am all impure. 

Unrighteous, and unclean ; 
My will per verfe, my heart obdure,. 

My every action Jin. 

El IV. 



IV. 

Nor can I be but what I am* 
Till thou my foul renew : 

Increas'd my guilt and guilty fhame. 
With every day, I view. 

V. 

Since day by day my fine increafe, 
And every day my' ftatc, 

I fear — ere yet my moments ceafe, 
But aggravates its fate. 

VI. 

' But O, my God f and muft I theo 
For better worfe become i 
But abt withhold the dread iUEH, 
And relocate its doom 1 



CONSCIENCE DISSATISFIED. 
Altered from HERBERT. 

I. 

PEACE, Confidence, peace— no longer frown. 
Nor turn my glory into grief y 
Since jesus views rae as His own, 

Why fhould'ft thou envy my relief ? 
Or mufic's oharms found barm to thee, 
When mufic's Charmer fings in me I 
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II. 

No more I'll heed thy peevim cry, '. . 

My ears farfweeter founds employ; 
My voice, ftiall join their harmony, 

Whofe fongs attune extatic joy : 
And if thou doit thy ghofi intrude, 
I have what (hall that ghofi exclude. 

III. 

This then I give thee now to know, 
That what I mean is jksus* blood,. 

That thro* my pilgrimage below, 

Shall cleanfe and fit me for my God ;. 

Nor leave thee power my foul to tear 

With terror's rod, or guilt's defpair. 

IV. 

And if thou (till remain morofe, 

Befides what is already done, 
I'll nail thy malice to the crofs. 

And leave thee to expire alone ; 
That bloody crofs on which he diedj. 
Who for us both was crucified.. 

V. 

Ceafe then; thou clamorous ingrate, 
Thy gracelefs murmurings give o'er; 

There, look into that book of fate 1 , 
And fee thy crimes exift no more: 

O, then, unite thy voice with mine, 

Peace, Confcience, peace ! for ChriA is thins ! 

» . 

E3 THE 

Gooole 
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THE PRAYER OF JAB'ESB, 
Paraphrafid. I Chroo. it. 9, 10. 

MORE honour'd he than all his father's houfe, 
Belov'd of god, and lovely as His fpoufe : 
Behold him ftand, and as he ftands, exclaim, 
«' God of my ftrength— my worfhip, and my flame, 
By whom I live— by whom, alive, I move, 
Whofe law I reverence, and whofe word I love. 
Tho' born to forrow, as conceiv'd in fin, 
Now lhall my hope a better life begin ; 
This then my prayer— my prayer to thee afcend > 
My father's father— and his children's friead ! 

" Come then, thy blefling on thy fervant pour. 
Earth's needful rains, and herb-refrefhing (how't. 
Enlarge my borders as the promis'd land, 
While numerous flocks in countlefs order ftand 
My labours profper, and my fubflance blefs, 
With fmiling joy, and bounty's large increafe: 
Let Israel's flrength my every want fupply* 
Blefs me thro' life, and fave me as I die. 
But, above all, thy mercy's pow*r difplay, 
And keep from evil — thro' this evil day ; 
Let no vain thought, no vile ambitious aim, 
Defile my conference, or difgrace thy name 1 
But, fav'd from all, x do thou my foul defend, 
Thro' life my father — and in death my friend." 
Thus jabesh pray'd— while Israel's god replied, 
*< Thy prayer is granted— nor one wilh denied! " 

THOUGHTS 
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THOUGHTS ON REVELATIONS, IV. t. 

I. 

" f^i OME hither up,"— methinks I heat 
V^l My well-beloved fay, 
. *' Thou nothing haft from me to fear, 
' *' Rife then, make hafte away." 
II. 

My Saviour, if the voice that calls 

Is fure and only thine, 
Whate'er would hinder or befalls,. 

Tby will be done, not mine. 
III. 

But O, afTure me 'lis thy voice. 

Repeat it, Lord, again r 
'Tis thine, I know it by the joys- 

That gladdens every vein. 

IV. 

Speak on, dear Lord, I thee intreat j 

And what doth jesui fay ? 
Once more he doth the call repeat, 

" Arife, and come away." 

V. 

I come, my God ; what is thy will ?' 

I join thy fpirit's prayer. 
** Meet' me this day on Zion's Hill." 

My God, 111 meet tbee there. 



CONFIDENCE 
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CONFIDENCE OF HOPE. 
Hebrews ir. 16. 
t 

HE L P me thou, whofe help alone 
Can perform the thing I want ;. 
Help me thou, to whom I groan, 
Left before thy feet I faint.. 

II. 

Help me thou, whofe faithful word: 

Is the rock to which I flee ; 
Waiting till thy love afford, 

What thy word has promis'd me. 
III. 

Or at leaft what I believe 

Is for me as well as all ; 
Who, made willing to receive/ 

Never ceafe for help to call. 
IV. 

Look then,. Saviour, and expect, . 

As thou haft the promife made,. t 
That, th6' feeming to rejeft, 

We remember who has f.iid,: 
V. 

" He that afketh lhall receive ; 

" What ye a/k ye lhall obtain: 
f 'Tis my Father's will to give, 

** And ye (hall not a(k in vain," 
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VI. 

Be it then as thou haft faid f, 
All we aflc to us be giv'n : 

Here on earth our daily bread, . 
And in death the bread of Heav'n ! 



THOUGHTS ON MATT. VIII. 2. 
I. 

SAVIOUR— if thou Wilt, Ada catfft 
Make me all I fain wou'd be ; 
And, if what thou can'ft thou wilt» 
X fhall. foon the promife fee. 

II. 

Nought in nature can prevent - 

What thy love refolves to do t 
Love as ftrong as permanent, 

Soon can make all old things new. 
III. 

Only then let love have leave 

To compleat the work of grace j . 1 
I (hall then tby joy receive, . ; ~ • 

And (hall ft and before thy face* 
IV. 

I, the mod unfit to live, 
. Shall be then made fit to die * 
I, who now can.fcarce believe, 
Then on wings of faith (ball fly t 

' A THOUGHT 
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A THOUGHT ON MARK, X. 
t 

* TT THAT will I, Lord, that thou (hould'ft do.?." 

W What art thou willing Ihould'ft be done I 
Becaufe whate'er thou- haft in view, 
The power it in thyfelf alone. 

Ifi 

But if I rrraft to this reply, 

And fo muft needs an anfwer make ;- 
Then, while before thy feet I lie, 

Now fave me for thy mercy's fake.. 

III. 

Safe me from all I yet remain^ 

From all I have, and all I am : 
My fallen nature's finful ftain, 

From guile, hyprocrify, aDd (ham** 
IV- 

Save me from final unbelief; 

From heart'impurity and pride ;• 
From the dire pangs of end lefs grief,- 

And every cuxfe on earth befide.. 

V. 

This then's the anfwer that I giWj. 

O let it not my Lord offend ;• 
If 'tis thy will that I (hould live, 

Anfwer,. and ftew thyfelf my friend;. 

VI. 
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VI. 

A friend to me, as unto thofe 

"Whom, fho' thy murderers, thou didft love 5 
?That, ourrlber'd thus among thy foes, 

I may with them thy friend (hip prove. 



A THOUGHT ON M AL A C HI, IU. a. 




HEN wrath divine unfheathes ihe fvvord, 
With men or nations to contend ; 



•Who can abide thy coming, lord, 
Or who thy fcrutiny withftand ? 
The man that loves, and only he ; 
And may that man of love be me I 



A THOUGHT ON JEREMIAH, XVIII. 7. 
1. 

WHEN Juftice draws her penal fword. 
The two-edg'd faulchion of the Word, 
Or points the glittering dart ; 
7hen is the moment of addrefs, 
The dread uncertainty of grace, 
To kill or fave the heart 1 

TI. 



Cookie 
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II. 



But, oh ! how hard 'tis not to fear, 
That what fo dreadful doth appear, 

And Jbocks the trembling foul, 
Hath not another end in view, 
And comes in vengeance to purfue 

Thcjinner to tiagetl ! 



THE T-RTJE TIME-SERVER, 
Either. in Religion, or out of it. 

W'HATE'ER we praife, be fure you yield it due, 
,. And what we cenfure, you muft cenfure to© « 
What we deny, you muft deny with us, 
Or we affert, you muft aflert it thut : 
.Muft fay, unfay, firft fwear it, then abjure, 
•And thus damnation, and its gold, mfure ! 



THE PRAYER OF "FAITH. 

■ 

[ T H would the image of his lord retrieve, 



To plead the proraife that Himfelf hath made : 



The fire his drofs, the fpirit his heart renew : 




Yet patient wait, till grace his will fubdue, 



Dead 
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Dead to his own, as in the world's efteem, 
He fits the crofs), as that now fitteth him ; 
Where, ftretch'd at length, lie lhall a conqueror die, 
Entomb with Him, and then remount the (ky ! 



WEAPONS OF W.RATH. 

IND, rain, and hail, with lightning's livid glare. 
The thunder's cannon, or the comet's flare i 
Plague, earthquake, famine, peftilence, or blood, 
The flying locuft, or o'erwhelming flood : 
All thefej-and more, when more. demands. the rod, 
Compofe the fcourge, that vindicates its God I 




A t> V I C E. 

From Horace, B. I. Od. zi. 

SEEK not, dear friend, whate'er thy lot below, 
By magic arts thy length of life to know; 
Far wifer he, who, fatisfied with fate, 
To Heaven refigos the period of its date. 
Who fix'd the more a girdle to the fea, 
Has fix'd time's limits to mankind and thee : 
Catch then the hours, for as we fpeak they fly, 
Happy to live, but happier ftill to die. . 

F ON 
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ON LITERARY OBSCURITY. 
From 0^ ID. 

HO W many a gem, unfeea by human eye«, 
Entomb'd in earth a fpaikling embryo lies : 
Jiow many- a rofe, neglc&cd as the gem, 
Scatters its fweets, and rots upon its ftem. 
So many a mind, that might a meteor (hone, 
Had or its genius or its friend been known ; 
Whofe want of aid from fome maternal hand, 
Still haunts the (hade, or quits its native land ! 



TO A FRIEND. 

WITH faith content, tho' far from home, 
In hope of brighter joys to come, 
Xet every thought thy heart improve, 
Like Sharon'* rofe, and Zion's dove. 
Jr. meek-ey'd peace and pure defirv 
As days increafe, or years expire, 
Make, every moment of your life, 
Some noble ftretch in virtue's ftrife. 
IJeav'n then (hall crown your earlieit days, 
Reward your toil, and fpread its bays ; 
Unite your heart in facred bands, 
Binding each blefling on yout hands. 
So mall your life a model be 
Of artlefs, meek ferenity j 
Like Noah's dove that fought his bread, 
Eternity's raft ark— your reft ! 

ON 
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ON FAITH AND HOPE. 

CELESTIAL twins ! alike from Heav'n befbw'd, 
Their fountain's mirror, and the arm of God. 
. Each for its end, by Wifdom's plan defign'd, 
To fave from guilt, or purge the unhallow'd mind : 
Yet latent both— till love, divine effeft, 
lafufe her odours, and infpire the aft I 



ON GRATITUDE. 

HAIL heavenly gueft! thou balm of life, all bail I . 
Thou cure of grief, and every mental ail ! 
Thyfelf the hand that fickly hearts reftores, 
Whom Envy hates, and, as me flees, adores : 
Thou too the health of each recover'd miod. 
From envy loofea'd, and from pride refin'd. 
Thou all-content — whate'er thyfelf denied, 
If heav'n be pleas'd, and God be glorified. ' 
Thou that with eyes of placency can fee 
A foe's efttape, or friend's profperity : 
Thyfelf no intereft, and thy hand uo (hare, 
Save what thy love for candour loves to bear. 
Thou humble form, that feel'ft thy own deferr, 
And oft Idment'ft the callous of thy heart: 
Bewail'ft thy Want of piety to god, 
And forc'd fubmilliou to his chaft'aing rod. 

Fa ttt 
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Tet not defpond'ft, becaufe thou doubteft not 
The righteous portion of thy meafur'd lot : 
A lot deflgn'd thy fortitude to prove, 
And then reward thy gratitude of love. 



. OK THE 

f 

WONDERS OF ELECTRICITY, 

And other Branches of Natural and Experimental 
Philo/ofby. 

HAIL, facred art ! fure guide to nature's laws, 
Whofc each effect but proves the primal caofe [- 
That* great Supreme, whofe all commanding Hull 
Befpoke all being, and direfts its will: 
Him/elf a centre that no limit knows,' 
And whence creation, as its fountain, flows ; 
Whofe lightnings here in miniature are feen> 
While crackling burfts of thunder fnap between. 
Here mocks electric fhake the vital frame, 
And cool conductors trail the electric flame; 
The wond'ring crowd in dread expectance ftand, 
And join their fhrieks, ere well they join their hand. 
Their diftance nothing, and their numbers nought, 
More keen than arrows, and mote fwift than thought. 
From link to link, from pole to pole they fly, 
And ere its twinkling meet each gazer's eye. 

Tremendous. 
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' Tremendous fign of that tremendous Power, 
Whofe eyes are lightning, and his arm a tower; 
His word a fword, that at a ftroke can part 
The joints and marrow of the human heart ; 
Unveils the bottom of the mental deep, 
Where midnight thoughts in midnight ftupor fleep; 
And mews mankind, what elfe had ne'er been known] 
That human wit and human pride are one. 
But ceafe the Mufe, left virtue's cheeks fhould bum, 
And' back to fcience and its fource return. 
See then His hand by each juft balance known, 
And its vaft force from mighty levers (hewn, 
While pliant pullies, in dependent ftate. 
With truth divide the labour and its weight. 
The pond'rous magnet, of majeflic code, 
Attracts its objeft, and fupports the load ; 
Oppofing poles, oppofing poles repel, 
And each with each drives mutual to excel. 

Here reftlefs meteors their long vigils keep, 

And roving comets in their orbits lleep; 

Or, left at large; velocity immenfe ! 

Elliptic fly, and range the vaft expanfe! 

Here polar funs as polar ftars appear, 

And optic art pervades each hemifphere 

In luced prifms thefolar rays divide, 

Dazzle the eye, and mock the tulip's pride. 

Here nature rous'd, fier fecret pow'r unfolds, 

While peerlefs Pitt • her fecret pow'rs controls, 

* A famous itinerant EleQrkian, 

*3 Leffea s 
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Lefleni the ftbck, or bids its terrors ceafe, 
Unwinds the fcrew, and all we hear is— peace. 

Go on, great bard, and (hake the elecVic ro<f, 
Till fools grow wife, and Atheifts own a God I 



EXTEMPORE THOUGHTS ON 
DISCONTENT. 

• 

GO ! thon bafe, ungrateful fiend ! 
Who nor know'ft nor haft a friead ; 
For ever ralh, for ever rude, 
Mirror of ingratitude ! 
.Caufe of fin, and fcource of flrife, 
Bane of health, and cnrfe of life ; 
Author of domeftic jars, 
Mifchief, murders, feuds, and wars } 
- Hating all that's great or good, 
Difcontent thy daily food, 
Never dwells a moment's reft, 
In the fuburbs of thy breaft; 
Ever pain'd at wifdom's plan, 
Like difpleas'd at god and man; 
Self-fufficient, mean, and weak, 
Prone to flander as to fpeak; 
Foil of malice, full of fpleen, 
Poilbnous as an afp, and keen; 

No 
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No more at leifure than at eafe, 

And whom nor Heaven nor earth can pleafej. 

Within whofe breaft is hourly felt 

All the pangs of envious guilt, 

Guilt that, confcious of its rod, 

Vents its lafliings at its God; 

Curs'd with all that fenf* caa feel, 

Bitter aatepaft of hell 1 

Turn thee, fiend, from all thou art, 

Vent the ravings of thy heart, 

Is the bofom of thy God, 

Curfe the crime, and kifs the rod; 

Cry aloud, and vocul tell 

That thy leaft defert is hell; 

That to hell, and to its woe, 

All thou art deferves to go: 

Then fliall He, who made thee, fav«: 

Not thy body from the grave; 

But thy tyfe's immortal breath 

From the jaws of endlefs death ; 

Where they endlefs death lament, 

Who lie down in discontent I 
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The real and only Cause, Occasiok, and. 
Motive of Quarrelling, Disputation, 
and rhsentment, in all matters of 
Controversy, whether Civil, Political, 
or Religious; traced from their, first 
simple and efficient source. 

From -whence come -mars? James- iii. I. 

FROM vain conceits, that wilful Wanders make, 
From pride that gives, what no mail's pride 
will take; 

Offence, affronts,, in each a thoufand airs; 

That fomctimcs cofts more than a life repairs : 

Female ambition to be always right, 

As (hone the fun to be alone our light: 

The childilh fear of contradiction's thought,. 

That points an error, or that hits a blot; 

The coxcomb's boaft of finding fomething new, 

Inflead of following what's the prefent, true; 

The felf preferring victory to truth, 

And fwear that bad, that is at worft uncouthj. ' 

As if true wifdom had not eyes to fee 

That truth itfelf's the grcateft victory. 

Jnftead of this, our intereft or applaufe, 
Is thought of far more moment than the laws 

Of 
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Of nature's frame, or all her. fpheres contain, 
The sun'S vaft orbit, or its regent's reign. 
All this is nothing, when compar'd to him, 
Whofe all depends on fome new-fangled whim. 

" Not credit me I what, contradicl my word t 
** And give the lie to a two-legged lord ! 
" 'Tis nor' the thing, nor is it to be borne; 
" Sir ! I refent it, and demand return : 

My honour's hurt, and that is more to me 
" Than if whole worlds were fmother'd in the ft*!* 

So then, you find, if nothing elfe withftaod, 
Thofe men of words would foon demand your blood. 
Pride knows no bounds, when -once its zeal is 
fir'd, 

And ftamp'd religion, becomes hell infpir'd : 
For then come priefts, inquifitors, and lords, 
The holy farces, and the facred fwordsj 
While, flep by ftep, as magic quits her eel!, 
You pack from Car/ex*, and thenceforth to btUf " 

Now fee the bartilcfs hero of debate, 
The.little Cefar of his learned Itate, 
Strutting, amidft the letter'd group he flands, 
Andi as ^ e reafons, full aflent demands ; 
Or thinks it ftrange that rationals •ftiould donbt, 
If he's the man that found the fecret out ; 
At leaft difcover'd, in that myftery, 
What the fir A finder had not eyes to fee ; , 

* A jrifon in Oxon, where the martyrs were kept. 

And 
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And thus improv'd, commands your tongues to raife 
A thuod'ring tribute to his matchlcfs praifr. 
Such things are men ! nor is the fault confin'd 
To names or fefte — it feiaes all mankind : 
Kings, thieves, and faints, philofophers and fools,. 
Who dance the roftrum v or who damn the fchools, . 
Learn 'd or uolearn'd, in this they all unite,, 
Whoever's wrong; himfelf is in the right i 
And each his reafons, as he has his rod, 
To fcourge who fpurn, or bold difpure his nod f. . 
Dares fay, " Tis not, becaufe it cannot be," 
While pride will have imfajjibility! 

Thus then it is, and, fo has ever been, 
Since man, the matter, grew the Jlave of fin : 
The fault is old; fo «arly It begun,, 
And will keep on until rhe.fetting fun 
Rife on new Worlds, and a new glory fhine 
Around the creature, as at firft, divine. 

Then, feen alike, we foall one judgment form, 
One lamp (hall light us, and one ardor warm; 
Or where difTent, if then diffent can be, 
We (hall at leaft in this one point agree. 
That build who lift, with Hubble or with ftone r 
One truth there is, that fwallows all in one, 
A truth eternal as the eternal Sire, 
His own refemblance, and His Nature's fire, 
That felf-exifte'nt like Himfelf is found, 
His Being's glory, in eternal round: 
That fili'd with Him,, fills- all beneath, above, 
^ That god is truth, and that that truth is Liver 

THOUGHTS 
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THOUGHTS ON LUKE, XVIII. 8. 

WHO then believes one (ingle word that's faid, 
Or tries his heart, while it informs his head • 
But all's admired, and all advanc'd is true. 
All gofpel here, however ft ale or new; 
You can't miftake — with us you muft be right, 
Your guides, are grey-beards, and your leaders light. 

Thus preachers dote, till they themfelves believe, 
Kot more afraid to err, than to deceive : 
So every Pope, and every prater's heard, 
But vihere's the threat'ning for lukewarmnefs fear'd ? 
Whtre found the care left grace Ihould not improve, 
Or who bewails his want or lofs of love ? 
Where the contrition for tranfgreffion paft, 
Or that repentance that exults at laft I .. 
Where found that faith, that only can remove 
The mountain-load, whofe flowing forrows prove 
Their genuine fource— and, by effectual grace, 
Relieve the confcience, and its glooms efface? 
This Faith the victory that the world o'ercomes, - 
And yet no glory to itfelf aflumes} 
Treads fin and death beneath its conquering feet, 
Yet owns all Mercy from the Mercy-feat ? 

Again --where found the meek and lowly mind, 
To ftrangers courteous as the fallen kind ? 
In one Ihort word, where is the master feeB, 
That beft of pattern* as the belt of men ? 

• Thro' 
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Thro* whofe whole life, to the laft bleeding wound, 
No fpot was vifual, and no wrinkle found. 

Go then, ye worms ! ye painted pageaits hear, 
And feeling, live the god ye boaft to fear : 
For know, 'tis not whofe boldnefs calls Him " lord," 
Struts in His name, or arrogates His word; 
But he who trembles at His holy law, 
Whom Mercy pities, as (he holds in awe ; 
Who really fav'd, beyond all fornf is borne, 
Mark'd by His hand, and fit for His return I 



RELIGION, 
A CYPHER. 

1 

LOOK round the globe, and looking fee. 
How few have been, or being be, 
That feek their real good :. 
By paflion bound, or (laves to fin, 
Tho' gay without, oft. wrecked within, . 
A! fatyrs of the wood. 

II. 

The gifts of nature, wealth, or time, 
In riper age, or manlier prime, 

Abforpt in pteafure's lore; 
From childhood's infancy to youth, 
To falfehood prone, averfe to truth, 

The Circean cop rtros o'er. . 

III. 
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III. . 

Save where hard Hunger's meagre fare, 
Neceflity's corroding care, 

Compels to labour's gain ; . 
The whole employment and intent, 
Is one invention to prevent 

The heart from thinking pain. 
IV. 

Hence various means and modes employ'd, 
To pleafe what is fo often cloy'd 

By pleafure's fad return ; 
The longings of th' immortal mind, 
To third for higher joys defign'd," 

And will for ever burn. 

V. 

Hence Luxury's wild extravagance, 
That fpares nor labour nor expence 

To fcale the feeling breaft ; 
Prevent the heart from folemn thought, 
Left, by its want, to thinking brought, < 

It feek a better reft. 

VI. 

Nay e'en Religion's moral veil, 
Is but the painting of a (hell, 

From whence the fubftance flown ; 
Or formal Jlatue, fculptur'd fine, 
Made by the artift's hand to fhine 

An hypocrite of ftone. 

G VII. 
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VII. 

Sdch is the Aate, and'fuch the cafe, 
Of myriads of the immortal race, 

All foils of high renown; 
Deceiving, and alike deceiv'd, 
They live as of all fenfe bereav'd, 

Then die to live undone. 

VIII. 

But this not all—there's £1111 a worfe, 
A forer, and a fadder curfe, 

That's in religion found ; 
Where e'en its votaries are feen, 
God and the world to fplit between, 

Unhallow'd as unfound. 

IX. 

Its priefts and preachers, proud or vain, 
Read for reward, then fpell for gain, 

The harveft of an hour: 
The Co/pel, mangled or conceal'd, 
Or little more than half reveal'd, 

Conveys as little pow'r. 

X. 

The hearers dead, or half aflecp, 
Do but a drowfy vigil keep, 

E'en at the noon of day ; 
Feel much the fame of grace or Jin, 
Then nod their falutation, grin, 

And thus conclude the play. 
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But, oh ! thou jealous god, and true, " 
Thou know'ft this mnft, and Jhall not do; 

Thy thunders fpeak thy wrath: 
Arife then, for thy glory's fake, 
Into thy hands the matter take, 

And break the enfetter 'd floth. 
XII. 

Arife then, and by thy pow'r divine, 
Command the light once more to mine, 

And every cloud difpel ; 
O'er all the earth thy fptrit pour, 
Till earth fhall feel the glorious fliow'r, 

And Heav'n the wonder tell! 



THE FRIENDLESS SEARCH. 
I. 

O Could I find fome bofom friend, 
To whom I might reveal 
My bofom fecrets, and depend 
Their friendlhip would conceal f 
II. 

One whofe kind counfel and advice 

I fafely could believe ; 
And who, in turn, however wife, 

My counfel would receive. 

G z III, 
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III. 

Jnftend of this, tho' far or near, 

As banifli'd and unknown, 
No one would drop the friendly tear, 

Or figh the alt.-rnate groan. 
IV. 

Back I (hould come, as forth I went, 

Uneafy and difmay'd ; 
With caufe fufficient to repent 

My folly thus betray'd. 

V. 

Few wou'd fo much as hear my plaints, 
Much lefs my plaints retrieve; 

And, tho' I (hould make known my wants, 
My endlefs tale believe. 

VI. 

« Go hence," they'd fay — " don't trouble xs 
« -We've troubles of our own: 

" Befides, you make too great a fufs, 
" So prithee, man, begone." 
VII. 

This would be all that I mould ger,- 

And yet what can I do ? 
There ne'er was partridge in a net, 

That wou'd not gladly go. 

VIIL 

Thus reafon'd I, like Reafoning's fool, 

And murmur'd without end; 
Till Wifdom bleft me with a rule, 

To find and chufe a friend. 
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IX. 

*' What, have you never heard," (ays (be, 

(And awful knit her brow) 
" Of fuch a place as Calvary, 

" And what is doing now ? 
X. 

*' You cannot fure, fo ignorant be, 

** Whatever elfe you are ; 
«« And therefore, for the future, fee 

" You make this thing your care." 
XL 

Thus Wifdom fpake, while I remaia'd 

A fpc&re cart in Jlone; 
As confeious what her words maintain'd," 

Eternal Truth would own. 

XII. 

Why then, I cried, my treach'rous heart, 

Haft thou deceiv'd me thus? 
How could'ft thou know, and not impart 

The fecret of the Crofs ? 

XIII. 

What love or pain, what joy or grief, 

Like His was ever found ? . 
And His rich blood in full relief, 

A balfam for each wound. 

XIV. 

And what His love, His friendfhip is, 

And what this it. His pow'r ; 
Unchanged as that eternal blifs, 

Where gods eternal foar. 

G 3 , 2 
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XV. 

, His friendlhip then my foul (hall feek, 

Amidft the frowns of men; 
Nor (hall -the fmile of mortal cheek 
Allure my heart again. 

XVI. 

My heart, betroth'd to Him alone, 

For Him alone (hall beat ; v 
And when oppreflion bids me groan, 

I'll groan as at His feet. 

XVII. 

In fore temptation's paflive hour, 

When hofts of fiends draw nigh, _ 
And threaten greedy to devour 
' The fouls that cannot fly ; ; 

XVIII. 

I then Will look to Zion's hill, 

And let the Saviour know, 
How great the danger that I feel, 

How fierce the ihreat'niog foe.. 
XIX. 

In all my troubles, fliort or long, 

I will on Him depend, 
Who only is my rtrength and fong, 

My Saviour, and my friend. 

XX. 

He will in time tranflate my foul, 

And fix my laft abode, 
Where endlefs years as endlefs roll,, 

The eternity of god ! 

THOUGHTS 
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THOUGHTS ON GENESIS, HI. 19C 

HASTING each day ftilL fafler to the tomb, 
My parent duft fall feeks its parent womb. 
Of duft compofed, to duft I now. return, 
While the dark grave expects rr.e in its urn r 
But fit to inhabit that tremendous cell. 
Where, men with worms, and worms with monarchs 
dwell, 

Why need I fear to lay this body down-, 

Or tread the courts where death erects his throne? 

Why need I fear the regions- of the dead? 

The deepeft grave is but the fofteft bed. 

Nor worms, nor death, the King of Terror's fright* 

Nor the dark fhades of fubterraneous night> 

Or need difmay, or can that mind alarm, 

That Mercy (helters with her frieudly arnu 

A fpirir, confcious of its peace within, 
Preferv'd from horror, as preferv'd from fin ; 
A foul whom, and in whofe fpotlefs breafl, 
Its Saviour's mind and image are exprefi ; 
Whofe heart devoted, and whofe life of grace,. 
Aims but to run and win the eternal bays: 
Like theirs be mine — I then (hall vie with them, 
Win the fame prize, and wear their diadem ! 



AN 
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AN ALPHABETICAL ACROSTIC. 

ALPHA! the firft! and with the firft the laftl 
Before the former, and beyond the paft ; 
Creation's fountain, and the creature's end, 
Deftruttion's terror, but creation's friend ; 
Eternal Father *, as eternal Son ! 
Firft and the laft, the laft and firft in one ! 
Great in thy ftrength, the glory of thy might ; 
Holy thy name, and holinefs thy light. 
In Thee I ftand, in Thee all creatures more, 
Jehovah ! Lord ! eternal God of Love I 
King of thy faints, and glory of their hope, 
Life of their peace, iheir portion, and their prop. 
Made by thy power, let all thy power embrace, 
Nor lefs admire thy juftice than thy grace. 
O thou, who art in all thy works the fame, 
Pure in ihy will, as mighty in thy fame, 
Quick is thy Avord, and (harper far than Jleel, 
Rending the confcience till its heart-ftrings feel. ' 
Stern in thy wrath, the (inner hates thy light, 
Turns from bis God, and feeks relief from night. 
Vain man, to think Omnifcience cannot fee, 
Unlefs by day-light, when it (nines on Thee. 
Woe then to him, whofe hand from Heav'n would hide 
Xerxes two millions, or a Xerxes' pride. 
Ye fons of earth, ye particles of men, 
Zimri (hall curfe you, till you curfe your Jin/ 

* I/a. ix. 6. 
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ON DEPENDENCE, AS A 
SITUATION. 

AH ! cruel ftate ! where hope is rack'd with fear. 
That fealsour bondage, as it prompts our care. 
While fancy, dreaming of fome better fate, . 
Beguiles the labour of (he- prefent ftate, 
The fluctuant mind, by various paffions toft, 
Now rides aloft, and now immcrg'd, is loft: 
Yet after all our reafon to complain, 
We hug the fraud that juftifies the pain ; 
And Hope refrelh'd, like wheels frefh oil'd, purfue* 
Her daily talk, and daily vows renews. 

Thus, day by day, like mendicants In trade. 
We dance attendance on fome promife made ; 
With pleating pain the profpedl we furvey, 
And fervile homage for the profpeft pay ; 
Which, tho' a fliade, is eagerly purfu'd, 
While Fancy dotes, and calls the phantom *' Good." 

Thus we go on, till difappointments come, 
And teach us wifdom, as they read our doom. 
When mifs'd the object that our wiflies fought. 
At leaft the comfort that our fancy caught, 
Our fpirits ileken, as the profpcfl dies ; 
Yet grown thus poorer, we are grown more wife,. 
And, taught a leflbn that the folly cures, 
We henceforth feek a fubftance that enduies.. 
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ON VIEWING A BACK -GAMMON BOARD. 

« A qui dtfcimtu, id docit.'* V«T. 
" From whatwe learn, by that we're taught." 

WHAT fomc to fordid ends abufe. 
Or others to lefs hurtful ufe, 
And only cheat themfelves at play, 
By killing time and life away ; 
Let uc, as in a mirror, fee 
Man's life, and its rariety ; 
Where various checks of mingled die, 
Each in their rank alternate lie. 
Each man a check, that fills his place, 
And helps to form the mottled race ; 
Each check a lot by Heav'n aflign'd, 
As fitted for its proper mind : 
The type of Providence and fate, 
That mark and modify each ftate, 
And with its fpots of black and white, 
Diftioguiming (like day and night) 
Our partial griefs, allny'd with joy, 
Or comforts that thofe griefs alloy, 
All wifely plann'd and mix'd for good, 
If fuch by mortals 'twere but view'd, 

Who 
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Who partial fee and thanklefs moan, 
Another's grief is not their own ; 
Ne'er thinking, tho' their feet be fore, 
Another's Jboe would pinch them more; 
And fo complain, as all but they 
Were chequered for a fairer day : 
Whereas, could blindnefs but believe, 
Blindnefs itfelf would then perceive, 
And, with due gratitude, confefs, 
Who had the Ieaft, might ftill have Ufs\ 
Who had it not, or was denied, 
*Twas not from ignorance or pride, 
But from a principle as far 
From human ken, as that bright flar 
That gilds the orbit of the night, 
Is from the reach of human flight ; 
Or the great fun that lights the day, 
From being form'd for infants' play. 
Howe'er, let this be as it will, 
Wifdom itfelf is wifdom ftill; 
And this is evermore her rule, 
To fools Qie is hcrfelf a fool, 
And afts, as far as in her lies, 
Quite the reverfe that they think -wife; 
Confounding, as confounded thofe 
Who dare to lift themfelves her foes ; 
From whom me glories to conceal 
What they affirm Ihe can't reveal, 

• The planet Venus. 

And 
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And only to the wife makes known, 
That Jhe and Rctlitude are one. 

Stay then, Impatience, and attend, 
Your doubtings all (hall have an end ; 
And ye, who could not find the caufe, 
Nor trace the genius of her laws, 
Nor with your compajfcs mete out 
What could be meant beyond a doubr, 
Shall, to your ftrange amazement, fee 
How contradictions could agree ; 
At leaft, that what did thus appear, 
Is full as confinant as clear : 
When all (he'as done, and and all flie'as faid, 
And all that has this uproar made, 
Shall at the laft refplendent (hine, 
Tranfparent as the light divine ; 
The mingling fhadows flee away, 
And darknefs yield— to cloudlefs day; 
Diftruft and dubitance be o'er, 
And chequer'd fcenes perplex no more ; 
But perfeft day or perfett night, 
Be one eternal black or white. 
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THE LAW OF LIBERTY. 
James i. 

r. 

WHO'? he that's bound, and yet is free, 
And who, tho' free, is bound I 
Where is the man of liberty, 

Or where is freedom found ? 
f 

II. 

'Tis found — and there 'tis found alone, 

Where Wifdom holds the fway ; 
And where, as feated on a throne, . 

Her dictates we obey. 

III. 

While flaves to Vice the chains of fin 

la every corner wear j 
No reft without, nor peace within, 

From paffion or defpair. 

IV. 

While Virtue's friends, the friends of Heaven, 

With all their various pain, 
Find that to whom its love is given, 
- With them its joys remain ! 

H TRANS* 
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TRANSLATION OF TWO LATIN LINES IN 
WITT'S COMMONWEALTH. 

•* TF niggard nature beauty has denied, 

X " Be want of beauty by its wit fupplied." 
So tho' thy form or birth were both difgrac'd, 
Yet not thy name or virtues are debas'd. 



WHAT IS CONSCIENCE? 

THE mildeft bal/am, or the fharpeft fitel, 
That wounds can wi(h, or the unwounded fceL 
The fofteft pillow, or the (bar pelt rod, 
The balm of bleflings, or the fcourge of god ! 



INDIFFERENCE OF DEATH, AS TO TIME. 

SECUR'D the goal, what profits it to know 
How late we tarry, or how foon we go i 
Time, heap'd on time, bot multiplies our pain, 
And prompts the loaded fufferer to complain. 
With days our griefs, with years our fins return, 
Freih fprings of forrow, and frelh caufe to mourn. 

Seek 
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Seek not then fond thy period to extend, 
But view thy calling, and fecure its end; 
Speed on for life, or rather fpeed to die ; ( 
Life is old age, and death its infancy : 
That blunts the fenfe, while this the foul unlheaths; 
That, born anew, a new exigence breathes. 
Cleans'd from the dregs of Time's impurer fprings, 
She looks with fcorn on kingdoms and on kings j , 
Shaking her plumes, Ihe fpreads a nobler flight. 
And wings at large th' unbounded realms of light; 
Soars as ftie flies, till gain'd her prime abode, 
She fmiles with angels, and enthrones with god ! 



A MEDITATION ON MARTYRDOM. 

AS bleeding viftims, on the altar plac'd, 
With fcandal honour'd, as with chains difgracM; 
Their hands with cords, their feet with fetter9 bound, 
While taunting foes their mockeries refound ; 
See, with flow hafte, the indignant Martyrs come, 
To face their tortures, as defied their doom. 
With joy they view the yet unkindled fire, 
Then grafp the flake, and in its flames expire ; 
Mount the bright car, the chariot of their Friend, 
And, like the Prophet, on its wings afcead. 
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A REFLECTION. 

HOW deep thy judgments ! and thy pathlefs ways 
No foot can follow, as no eye furveys. 
Yet dark as deep, as infinitely right, 
Thycounfels wifdorn, and thy lhadows light. 
This Seraphs know, and, knowing it, adore, 
Own all is wife, and fcrutinize no more ; 
Leave all, befidcs their wonder's loft applaufe, 
ToWifdom's depths, and Heav'n's unerring law/ 



THE WANDERING SHEEP RESTORED. 

'* LORY be to God on high !" 

VJT Angels fing, and men reply; 

The long loft fheep is found. 
It ftray'd abroad, ran far from God, 
But now, reftor'd by Je/u's blood. 

Feeds on Emanuel's ground. 

There, in rich paftures led, 

With carmel's flock is fed : 

Drinks there the living ftrearo, 
, That, in prophetic dream, 
Once o'erflow'd prophetic fouls; 

And now, from the eternal rock, 
In endlefs torrents rolls ! 

A THOUGHT 
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A THOUGHT ON THE NEW YEAR, 1785. 

WELCOME new time ! and kind farewell the 

And welcome all that brings roe nearer home : 
More welcome ftill what (hall fucceed at lair, 
And glorious raife thofe aflies from their tomb ! 



$_U I D D E M RTU IS? 
" What fay you of the Deadi" 

" "vt othing rf evUt " fay thewifc » 

1AI Becaufc, until the body rife, 
It is irapoffible to tell, 
Who in particular's in hell ; 
And therefore all that we can do, 
Suppofing Revelation's true. 
Is but to fpeak in general terms, 
As that high oracle affirms : 
And that is this< you may depend; 
Whoever lives and dies a friend 
To true religion's righteous caufe, 
Her heavenly madates, rules, and laws* 
Is fafe fecur'd, and high will Hand 
Before the throne, at h is right haud, 
Whofe juftice dread will recklcfs doom 
The finner to the wratb to come. 

H 3 A THOUGHT 
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A THOUGHT ON PSALM, XLVII. 7. 
L 

WHO prays orfings with all his heart, 
He fings and prays aright ; 
And (hall in glory bear a part, 
With them who walk in white. 

II. 

He mall the heav'nly chorus join, 

And fhout the facred name 
Of him that fits upon the throne, 

And thus adore the Lamb ! 



A THOUGHT ON MATTHEW, XXV. 21. 

-«« "ITT TELL done" haft thou! but how much 

W better He, 
Who by his deeds has done fo well for thee ! 
Who quitted joys that angels never knew, 
On fwifer wings than angels ever flew : 
Thy being's fource is then the caufe alone 
Of all that in thee, for thee, by thee's done; „ 
The primal mover of thy every thought, 
Qucnch'd in its rife, or to perfection Drought : 
To Him be, therefore, all the praife divine, 
While all the comfort and the fa?our's thine ! 

A THOUGHT 
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A THOUGHT ON MATTHEW, XI. 28. 

WHO would bleft and happy be, 
Let the wilher come to Me. 
I am truth, and I am peace, 
I am ftrength, and righteoufnefs ; 
I am all he can receive, 
If he only can believe : 
And if this he would, but can't, 
Still I will fupply his want. 
This then need no difference make, 
Since there's fomething for whofe fake; 
Tho' not his, it may be done : 
So I'll fave him for my own. 



-A THOUGHT ON PSALM* LXXVII. 4.' 

THO' I mayn't fleep, yet I can rife, 
And pay my midnight facrifice 
To Him whofe condefcending love 
My'meaneft offering will approve; 
My thanks for all the mercies ftiewn, 
And all the bleffings I have known ; 
His pardon feek for every fin, 
My crimes without, my curfe within ; 
My nature's ftubbornnefs confefs, 
And plead His blood and righteoufnefs: 

To 
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To Him my thoughts attentive turn, 

And, as I contemplate Him, mourn, 

To think that, after all He's done, 

He finds fo little of His own : 

And yet, amidft it all, in hope 

To lift my worthlefs eye-lids up ; 

To think, amidft the gloom of night, 

I fee a fpark of fmiling light, 

And hear a voice, that, while it founds, 

All other melody confounds, 

And, while its mufxc charms my ear, 

Bids my aftonilh'd heart not fear : 

" Fear not (Hecries) I'm only come 

*' To bright fhe horrors of this gloom ; 

" Thy long loft quiet to reftore, 

" And waking rife to fleep no more." 



SPIRITUAL GRATITUDE. 
I. 

HOW vaft the love ! that with its eye looks' 
down, 

And, kind as fair, can as it looks pafs by 
The crimes that caufee'en Grace to wear a frown, 
And wake the voice whofe call would wake the Iky. 

II. 
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II. 

Such love is thine ! thou fource and end of all, 
Whom all mall own, and at whofe feet (hall bend 

Its fir l\ bright hofts, while thefe on nun mall call, 
To aid their fong, and hail their fource and end. - 
III. 

Nor thou, my heart, with all thy want of grace, 
Shalt thou be lafi to join thy hand or voice 

With fuch a band, whofe pride it is to raife 

A found thaf <" weIls > a » d fpreads, and fires its joys I 



TRANSLATION OF THREE SHORT LINES 
IN LATIN, . 

From Seneca's Thyeftes ( a Tragedy.) 

HOW hard on him, the thought of dying fits, . 
Who, known to all, himfelf alone forgets. 



TRANSLATION FROM THE FRENCH 
of Hen au LTV Paraphra/e on the foregoing. 

HAPPY the man whom pure oblivion hides, 
Knowing himfelf, tho' hid to all befides ! 
In death no dread, no injury perceives, 
But guiltlefs led, this life as guiltlefs leaves : 
While, oh ! how fad to him, tho' all were known, 
And all things car'd, died carelefs of his own ! 

DELAY 
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DELAY NO SECURI T Y. 

WHO feels muft think, whatever elfe be done; 
He cannot but forae mi/chief ftrive to fhun. 
Tis not !n Nature to avoid remorfe ; 
When felt one evil, (he forebodes a •wor/e : 
And worfe that is, when, for forae prefent gain. 
We fnatch a moment to elude a pain, 
That but encrcafcs as its time's deferr'd. 
And, withjts vengeance, brings its own reward ! 



THE CHRISTIAN VOYAGE, OR THE 
PILGRIM'S SAFE ARRIVAL. 

THRO* various forms, by various trails they 
. fteer, 

As tempefts drive, or driving tempefts veer; 
Yet equal all, to one great haven bound, 
At length arrive, tho' late the haven found : 
Their fhatter'd barks the precious cargo land. 
And fwell the triumphs of the crouded ftrand. 



«« PLUS 
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"PLUS LOIN, PLUS SERRE-," 
« The farther, the clofer." 

A Trench Motto on a Cage, from -whence a Bird had 
flown with a String tied faft to its Foot : Jn Em- 
blem likewife of the Sympathetic Power of Friend- 
fbip, where Hearts more than Perfons are united. 

TH E farter I wing, and the farther I fly, 
The tighter the knot, and the firmer the tye; 
Like lovers united, tho' afunder they part, 
The ftronger the paflion, the etofer the heart : 
The diftance is nothing, the farther remov'd, 
The more they're unfeen, the more each is belov'd. 
I have no way then left my releafe to obtain, 
But to turn and go' back to my prifon again. 
To my cage then, the houfe of my lot, I return ; 
And there, if I rauft for my liberty mourn, 
As well as I can my confinement I'll bear •, 
There sre thoufands each day my captivity fhare. 
Like thofe then who hold me I'll patient remaio, 
Till death fhall difcharge, or time foften my chain. 



ON 



.Google 



C 9^ 1 



ON RELIGIOUS PROFESSORS EXPOSING 
THE FAULTS OF OTHERS. 

WHO for Aw' crimes a.brother fliall difown, 
Shall, in their turn, be pillory 'd for their own; 
And, having join'd to brand another's name, 
Shall want a Ihelter to conceal their fiiame ; 
The faults they publifh as an embryo die, 
While theirs mail glare and~aance in every eye : 
With every breeze the echoing air (hall rend, 
" This is the man who fpared not his friend ; 
" This is the man, who, for another's fin, 
«* Hath digg'd a pit, and, digging it, fell in ! 



SIN, WHAT IS IT! 

THE law's tranfgreflion, that provokes its rod, 
The ftain of nature, and infult of God! 
Mark of its bow, whene'er his arrows fly, 
To wound the objeft of its deftiny. 
"'Curs'd is the man," and curfed lhall he be, 
Where'er he's found, or wheiefoe'er he flee : 
Earth (hall not hide him, nor (hall hell conceal 
What Heav'n can witnefs, and will then reveal. 
Go theo, thou curs'd, where fouls accurfed go, 
To fcorching (hades, and fcenes of burning woe ; 
Where joy is torture, and where demons roar,. 
And hope is baai(h'd, to return no more ! 

A Trans- 
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A Tr 4MS t ATION OF THE PENITENTIAL SONNET 
OF THE FAMOUS MONSIEUR DES BaRREAUX, 
A CONVERTED PROFLIGATE. 

See Spectator, Vol. VI!. P. 149. . 

< • » 

THY judgments, great God! are with juflice 
replete, 

And to man to be kind, to thy mercy is fweet : 
But fo great Is the evil thy creature has done, 
That to pardon my crimes were affronting thy throne 

Yes, O my God ! fuch and fo great are my fins, 
As to leave thee no pow'r, but in choofing my pains: 
Thine honour oppofes itfelf to my peace, 
And e'en thy compaflion forbids my releafc. 

O fulfil thy defign, fince 'tis glorious as wife, 
For the tears that I fried, but offend thy pure eyes: 
Thunder, ftrike — 'tis high time — and for war render 

war, ' 
While the caufe -why Thou doft, as I die, I'll adore. 
But, I afk, on -what part can thy thunder light down 
That is not aid fcreen'd by the blood of thy son 1 



J WISHING 
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WISHING ONLY, THOUGHT MISSPENT. 
I. 

I Ought to be what I am not, 
And ought to wi(h it too ; 
But wifhing only is like thought, 
That does itfelf undo. 

II. 

With time itfelf to wish began 

And but with time can end ; 
From Angels firft it feiz'd on man, 

Till man became a fend. 
III. 

The former wiuYd what they ought not; 

The latter did the fame} 
In both ambition vii/b'd the thought, 
• And both reduc'd to frame. 
IV. 

To this perhaps you may reply, 
" They wijb d from good to ill;" 

And, if revers'd, the charge will lie, 
*« We wife but our own will." 
V. 

If then I can, I'll wifli no more, 

But try what Grace can do } 
And fee if that will end the fcore 

Of wants and wishing tool 

NO 
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NO ABSOLUTE SOLITUDE. 

ALONE who live, yet live not quite alone, 
Nor can, nor may ; for Thought, at leaft for one, 
Will bold intrude, and, with its mirror'd face, 
Will brighten comforts, or reflect difgrace. 



ADVICE TO THE MISER, 

GO, yon, with all your load of pelf, 
Sufficient to enrich a fcore! 
Yet all abforpt in avarice' felf, 

Shrink at the chance of gaming more. 

Go, gracelefs wretch, and pine away, 
Amidft the Hore that Fate has given; 

Lay up agatnft the rainy day, 

That (huts your bags and you from heav'n! 
III. 

When you, no more by avarice flung, 
Shall for the want of aught complain ; 

Save for the drop to cool your tongue, 
And this, obferve, you'll a(k in vain ! 

I 2 . CAUSES 
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CAUSES AND CONSEQUENCES. 

WH O plants the feed the fruit will find, 
Whether it pleafe or plague his mind t 
The feed he fows in time will come, 
To prove his joy, or fix his doom. 
Beware then -what the feed when fown, 
Till 'tis too late to wj/b it, down. 



FREE GRACE AT LIBERTY, 
. I. 

GOD gives, yet takes— 'tis all His own} 
And as He takes He gives ; 
By which He makes His mercy known, 
And praife for both receives. ^ 

II. 

He gives the offer of His grace. 

Or takes the grace away ; 
Or worketh in a moment's fpace 

The wonders of a day. 

Ill; 

One day with Him's a thoufand years, 

A thoufand years as one: 
Ceafe then to teafe Him with your tears. 

And let your god alone. 

1 •-„ - - - IV, 
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IV. 

You need not doubt who fear his name. 

His power, or his will ; 
Nor (hall that heart be put to (hame 

That takes the hint, « Be Jill." 



OBEDIENCE TO PROVIDENCE IN EVERY 
DISPENSATION. 

OThou .' whofe will doth all thy works command, 
Be Thou my Guardian, and uphold my hand; 
Where'er Thou bid'ft, be that my chofen way, 
Without reluctance, and without delay : 
Nay, tho' I plead, do thou my plea deny, 
And, kindly rigid, force me to comply. 



WARS AND FIGHTINGS ! WHENCE COME 
THEY ? 

FROM cruel Pride, and curs'd Ambition's hate, 
From Envy's lu(V, and Mammon's fierce debate ; 
From all that's earthly, fenfual, and infern, 
Where demors howl, and howling demons burn ; 
From that dark den where Satan mews his fliape, 
Whom ftatefmen worftiip, and whom tyrants ape. 
Judge then who hear, nor wonder fuch the fruit, 
When hell's the tree, and hell -fire rage the root. 

1 3 ON 
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ON PARTING FROM A FRIEND. 

AS forcing ftreams the folid land divide, 
And riflng mounds disjoin the yielding tide ; 
As the keen wedge, impreft with pow'rful ftroke, 
Rending the bark, divides the ftubborn oak : 
So time or fate the deareft ties may part, 
Yet change not nature, tho' they rend the heart. 
That, like the rivers parted from the main, 
Are but disjoin'd to re-onhe again. 



w 



IN SINCERITY, 
7he Bar to Happinefs. 

r. 

HEN I am afk'd, " What would you have f* 



I know not what to chufe : 
I know, indeed, what I Jbould crave, 
But that's what I refufe. 

II. 

• *' Why, then, if yon may afk and have 
The thing you ought to aflc, 
Can it be right to whine or rave, 
As cruel were the tajk F* 
III. 

Why no, I do not think it is ; 

But frill, I know notviby, . - 
Tts natural for what we wi<h • „ 

Both to repine and cry. 

IV. 
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** Tis fo — and 'tis what Nature ; 

But, pray, where's reafon then : 
Or rather where religion's creeds, 

To which Jhe fays— Amen I" 



A SOLILOQUY, 
Between Me and Myfelf. 
I. 

ONCE on a time, when all alone, 
I put this queftion to my heart i 
•« What ^ng/<r reafon can be (hewn, 

" Why two fuch friends as we mult part ?'* 
II. 

My heart then made me this reply : 

I wonder you mould aflc of me, 
So native prone to fpeak a lye. 

That truth and I can ne'er agree. 
III. 

But here's the reafon, I fuppofe ; 

You're pleas'd to take me for your foe : 
Whereas, if I might all difclofe, 

'Tis will's the greateft of the two. 
IV. 

So that for your complaints of me, 
That I am from all good eftrang'd ; 

'Tis then your place, if fo it be, 
So fee and get my nature chang'd. ^ 
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V. 

* You're right, my heart," I cried, " for once, 

" I fee 'tis not your fault alone ; 
«« 'Tis I and will that muft renounce 1 

" Our/elves, and then the work is done." 



ON TIME'S UNCERTAINTY. 

TIME paft is gone, time prefent is the fame, 
And only differ in the found of name. 
Time paft, if near, is furnam'd, " ye/lerday t " 
And prefent time will have the fame to fay. 
What is to-day, to-morrow is no more ; , 
And what's to morrow — bur the day before? 
So change we names — but things we cannot change, 
And Time, like Death, holds on his annual range; 
And hold he will, till we with Him ftiall be, 
Drove with the tide, and mix eternity ! 



OFFENCES THREATENED. 
[ TOE to the m AN ! whofe life his living fhame, 



W Stabs his profeflion, as it blots his fame : 
The dire etTeft is not his lofs alone, 
A thoufand more may be involved in one. 
How dreadful then, when thoufands may bewail 
The fatal block o'er which they drove to hell ! 




DAVID'S 
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JAVID'S W I SB. 

Pfalm xvii. 5. 

HOLD up my goings in thy righteous way. 
Left pride beguile tae, and my footfteps flray.j 
Left, wand'ring wide, I quit the narrow path, 
Aggrieve thy fpirit, and incur thy wrath j 
Provoke thy mercy to refign her care. 
And give me over to its own defpalr. 



'THE GO NFL I C f. 
L 

WHILE Nature ftrlves to conquer Graced 
And Grace contends with Sin, 
O what a conteft (as a nice) 
Thefe bitter foes between ! 

II. 

Katurerefolves, at all events, 

Pofleffion to maintain ; 
While Grace the incroaching deed refent V 
Nor will refent in vain. 

III. , 
Grace pleads, What Nature cannot do,, . 
Her grand primeval claim ; 
- When Satan, with his brazen hue, 
Pretends and pleads the fame. 
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IV. 

By each attack'd, (a bloody field !> 

The Soul diftracled ftands ; 
Not knowing yet to which to yield, 

She fpreads her trembling hands. 
V. 

Come then, (he cries, who belt can make 

A lawful claim on me ; 
The ftrongeft fide I need's mufl take,. 

I can't divided be 1 • - 

VI. 

f* That's mine (Appollyon cries) 'tis true,** 

And to his text Fie flands • 
When, fwift as thought, Emanuel flew. 

And fnatch'd her from bis hands'! ' 



THE QUESTION ANSWERED. 

WHAT is the Sea t A world of fporting fifties. 
And what's " the World? An o between 
tw9 dijbes." 
And what's a Di/b, or what's a thoufand fcore, 
But like the Sea, when fill'd, will hold no more? 
So Sea, World, Di/b, howe'er replete with food. 
Are Hill all empty of the only good. 



THE 
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THE HONEST MAN. 

WHO kindly thinks, and, as he thinks, he 
fpeaks; 

And pafs'd his word, his promife never breaks : 
Clear to difcern, as plainly can reprove, 
And if deceiv'd, is but deceiv'd from love. 



THE DOUBLE INFIDEL. 

GO ye! who fay " The Re/urreSlon's paft," 
Or ye who its reality deny ; 
Beneath this ftone, lies one interr'd at lafr, 
Whole dying hopes gave both of you the lye. 



THE CAUSE AND EFFECT COEVAL. 

TH E Caufe continued, the EfFecVs the fame 5 
Yet 'tis not this, but that which is to blame 1 
At leaft that moft, tho' this in time may be 
The fame with that, as here we plainly fee: 
The Caufe your Jin, the Effeft is your diftrefs. 
Which, tho' you mown, makes not your fin the left, 

DIVINE 
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DIVINE EFFICACY. 

HAT cannot Grace! what caBnot Je/usi&i 
When with His ftrength His mighty hand 
lays to. 

He fpeaks the Word, and what was not begun, 
Begins to quicken— .and the work is done : 
Mercy defcends, the life begins to move, 
And all is ended, as commenc'd, in love ! 




REAL WORTH, WHAT IS IT?'» 

HAT dies he worth, whofe worth, whene'er 
he dies, 

Speaks him worth nothing, but what cank'ring lie* 
la his own hoard ? Come, let - the anfwer out.. - 
" He dies worth nothing, and is darnn'd to boot." 




■AVARICE, A HORSE-LEECH, 

«« /*\ NE hundred firft— but fore 'tis not thelaft!" 

V-A No, here's a Second, come to fee what's paft ; 
And here's a Third; and double this once more, 
You have the number that you wanted— Four. 

What 
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What no peace yet ! My ftars, when will you fx ? 

" Come, pleafe your goodnefs, pray now make it Six.' 

There 'tis, you wretch— and now 'tis made up even, 

I trow you'll tamper for the facred Seven. ■ 

" I thank you, Sir ; but is it perfect weight ? 

" I beg your kindnefs to complete the Eight. 

" Heav'n blefs your fifts ! O bounteous hands divine ! 

" And coud'n't you now, to fare me, make up n in s I 

" And Nine's the number ef the Mufes too:" — 

But- what, you hound, can Mufes. do for you! 

" Well, but my friend, to whom my heart is bound, 

" Cannot you add a Tenth, to make \i round'' 

The Tenth appears ; " By Heav'n I" Avaro cried, 

These are my Gods t and, as He worftupp'd, died ! 



■ ■ r : i , <, i ■ : 

HUMAN ARTIFICE. 

OF all that Nature ever made, 
Or into fair exiftence brought, 
From reptiles to their lordly head, 
End u'd with motion, or Its thought; 

There's nothing that, for guile or art, « 

Pretence, deception, or deceit, 
Can Man exceed — except the part 
• He prides in placing at his feet. 

K . III. 

, Google 



[ »• 3 



in. 



Dcceiv'd herfelf by the old Snake, 



That by her ear infus'd her breaft ; 
Like him (he holds the beaten track, 
Nor follows flow in all the reft. 



IV. 



O, wretched man ! and wretched pair 1 



That, once befotted and beguil'd. 
Have deep entangled in the (bare 



Their lateft and their faireft child. 



■ V. 



Tempted by each, they tempt in torn, 



Deftreftion find, definition bring ; 
And will, as long as meteors burn, 
Or wily ferpents keep their fting. 

WHO THEN CAN BE SAVED? 

H" E who refientt— the man to whom 'tis given, 
By Faith to live, and, living, die for Heaven. 

CAUTION IN COMMENDING BOOKS 



HAT's one man's foijon, may be t'other's 



All can't digeft, tho' all at times may tat. 
Some are like btts, that poHbns turn to fifty 
And fome like toads, to poifoa all that's good. 



OR COMPANY. 




Judge 



Judge for thyfelf — let no one's creed prefcribe ; 
What tho' his ftrength no mifchief may imbibe, 
Thy health may injure, and, what's ftill far worfe, 
May taint thy heart, and leave thee to accurfe 
The fatal moment, when thy folly's pate 
Pinn'd on another's fleeve the cafting die of Fate. 

LIBERTY AND BONDAGE. 
I. 

irr\l S not who buys me is my Lord; 

J. Nor who is (old the /lave: 
But He whofe right's to give the word, 

Such the dominion have. 

II. 

Then I may be, tho' I am fold, 
' A true-born fon and free : 
The bondage is not mine, nor gold 
The price of Liberty. 

III. 

"What Is it then that bondage makes. 

Or what can fet me free ? 
Whatever hand your fetters breaks, 

And fpeaks your Jubilee. 

IV. 

But whofe is that, I want to know, 

And what his fecret name ? 
I'll tell you, as you want to go : • 

'Tie I— behold the Lamb ! 

Ki CAUSE 
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CAUSE OF THE GAIN AND LOSS 
OF FRIENDS. 

ARE riches thine, or does thy wealth encreafc, 
Then honour's thine, and thoufands with thee 
peace : 

But art thou poor, or are thy riches flown, 

Then Friendflup flies, and every friend will frown I 



TRANSLATION FROM OVID, 
Metam. Book I. .. . 

I A T his command, the lawns their bofoms fpread, 
S\. The woods were clothed, and the vallies fed; 
The.fwelling hills to cloud-capp'd mountains rife, 
Beas kifsthcir mores, and ftars falute the Ikies i 



RELIGION OPPOSED TO BIGOTRY. 

" T Am of Paul," Sophronia cries, 
X " A man as regular as wife." 
Well, yeu are of an humble mind, 
And to Apollus feem inclin'd. 
*' But I," fays this, " do him prefer, 
" Whofe fword cut off the fervant's ear : 
- '- "" "A bold 
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«• A bold Evangelilt was he, 

" So Peter is the man for me." 

And now, good fir, which way are you ? 

You furely mud be fome way too. 

Yes, To I am— not him nor Paul, 

But truft in him that fent them all ! 



C A USE S, 

Moral and Judicial, 
Of National Calamities and Commotions. 

CONTEMPT of laws, both human and divine;. 
Unbounded luft, and Bacchus' drunken Ihrine; 
Unbridled paflion, luxury, and vice, 
That fits for ruin, as it caus'd its rife; 
Hard-hearted Avarice, and Iojuftice' paw, 
That gripes the guiltlefs, and defies the law ; 
The pomp of pride, the fpleen of lawlefs pow'r, 
Ambition's envy, and its thirft of more ; 
Religion's fcorn, the hate of all reftraint, 
The poor's oppreflion, and their mock'd complaint: 
Thefe are the crimes that mark defirudtion's line ! • 
And, unrepented, Britain, will be thine !, 
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ON . READING 

"THE CALL TO BRITAIN," 

A Copy of Verfes by Philopatria. 

GREAT is the caufe, arid fo far good the end, 
Kindly to aim a fratlur'd world to mend : 
But better Hill, when influenc'd from above, 
We warn with meeknefs, and reprove from love. 
But hard the tafk, while in the lump we (bike, 
To think our own and others crimes alike; 
Since partial view'-d, 'tis theirs our zeal condemns, 
And thinks it virtue, when its cenfure blames ; 
Not once reflecting, that the pride of grace, 
Stands in Heaven's eye the foulejl of the race : 
Self-righteous pride! that, as it firft intrudes, 
Is the firft fin that Heav'n itfelf excludes J 

— ; _ 1— ; — ■— — — ^ — 

. • i 

ON THE FOB R CARDINAL POINTS OP THE COMPASS, 
" N. E. S. W. 

IVhich, properly ranged, form the Word NEWS. 

W ITH every wind that o'er this planet blows, 
Some tale is rumour'd, or fome rumour 
'flows : 

To thefe their wi(h, to thefe is brought their doom; 
But ill's the -wind that blows no good to fome. 

Yet, 
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Yet, good or ill, there are who none rcfufe, 
As all's alike, fo be it founds like Newt. 

From the bleak North, fee polar dorms arlfe, 
While the fharp Eqfi arrefts the freezing Ikies ; 
The wat'ry Weft dread fweeps th' Atlantic fhore, 
And blends her tears with .dreams of human gore • ; 
Till the foft South inclines the world to peace, 
Wafts her fweet balms, and bids commotion ceafe I 

* Wrote during the American war. 



DISAPPOINTMENT NO MISFORTUNE. 

OThou hard and bitter pill! 
Curfed cure of many an ill; 
Can'd thou think it hard in me t 
As thou dod, to deal with thee; 
And not only call thee names, 
While my Mufe thy malice blames ; 
But mould try to extricate, 
From thy hands the feals of Fate ? 
Yet, I own, and mud defend, 
Thou had often dood my friend ; 
Right has been where I was wrong, 
Tho* my heart with vengeance dung: 
For thou often bad preferv'd, 
Even when my feet had fwerv'd ; 



And 
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And, by flopping up my way, 
Sav'd me from the Fowler's lay : 
This I own that thou haft been, 
And (tho' rare) has fav'd from fin % 
And from this I'd have thee ftill 
Save me, tho' againft my will ; 
Till the danger all is o'er, 
And I need thy help more. 



" WHAT IS GO D?" 
Attempted from the French. 

FAR from deciding what the great supreme ! 
Let us adore, with filent awe, the theme. 
Myftery immenfe ! that muft all thought excel ; 
And he a God, who what God is can tell ! 



TRANSLATION OF FOUR LINES 
FROM HORACE. 

Book II. Satire vii. 

In Anfwer to the Qitejlion, " Who is truly free?" 

THE man that's wife, whom neither fear of want, 
Bondage, or death, can from his duty daunt ; 
BUt, felf-fubdu'd, doth his own paflions ftem, 
And, felf-enjoy'd, the applaufe of Fools contemn. 

ONE'S 
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ONE'S OWN THOUGHTS. 

THO' nor inclin'd, nor tutur'd to reber, 
I muft confefs my fingers itch to tell 
What thoughts I think, what notes my fancy Zings, 
When turn'd her eyes on cannibals or kings : 
Yet this I will, for this I may and durft, 
On oath declare, thefc laft are oft the worft I 



NO END OF CRAVING. 
A-Thought from Horace, Book III. Ode xvii. L'me 41." 

WHO much defire, of courfe will want ftill more : 
Heaven grants an ample, tho' a fcanty (lore. 
"Tis not.then what we want, but what is giv'n ; 
And thanks for this is what is due to Heav'n, 



Another Thought from Horace, Book III. Ode xvi. 

THE lefs we aflc, contented with our mare, 
The larger boon will Heav'n benign confer ; 
- Till all beftow'd that Heav'n on earth will give, 
. We (hall, remov'd, that Heav'n itfelf receive. 

Refieclhn 



RefltElion on the foregoing. 

WHO only afks for what is Heaven's high will. 
May Ml perfirt, and be regarded Aill : 
Since, after all, be it to monarchs known, 
'Tit not their will, but his, that fhall be dent. 



Conchjim. 

BUT, oh ! how hard, how arduous is the taffc, 
Unhelp'd to linger, and unheard to aflc I 
'Midft thoufand Tears and thoofand roils UBknowny 
To wait the barveft from a feed jufi fowa 1 
What patient looking, and what dubious hope. 
That now defponds, and now in fear looks up r" 
Bat this is Aire — who fpake his word will keep ; 
" Who fow'd in forrow, flwU in triumph reap." 



ON ONE MR. WALTER MILLER, 
A Martyr in Q^Mary's Days. 
WrttUn ly himftifm LATIN. 

>r¥~US not for crimes that I have done, - 
A Or fins tranfgrefs'd againlt the law, 

That thus my judges tread me down, 
And gripe me with their iron paw. 
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*Tis for my faith in bim who liv'd, 
And died that I might live in Heav'n : 

For 'tis by this (that death furviv'd) 
I feek that life His death has giv'n ! 



TRANSLATION OF SIX LATIN LINES, 

On the Counter Title-Page vf an old Sermon, on 
Luke xiii. 5. by Arthur Dent. 



HOE'ER thou art, that read'Aor hear'ft thcfe 
lines, 



Quickly repent thee, and forfake thy fins : 
For if new crimes with former crimes agree, 
Then this difcourfe will a fwift witnefs be. 
Some late have heard, and well content have been, 
To feek repentance, and forfake their fin : 
Go then, do thou (as thefe have done) the fame ; 
Their peace thy portion, and their joy thy theme ! 



A -THOUGHT ON ROMANS, XIII. 5. 

WHO keeps the law, and thus the law fulfils? 
Not he who hates , and thus, a murderer, kills. 
I afk again, who is it keeps the law, 
And in whofe keeping Juftice feci do flaw) 




'Tis 
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*Tis he who loves, and, on this lovely plan, 
Afts all for god, as god himfelf were man ; 
Believing, lov'd and found in Him alone, 
Who makes the finner and the Saviour one ! 



TRUE LIFE, AND REAL DEATH. 

WHO'S he that's dead ? The man that lives in fin 
Born once for all, but never born again. 
But who's alive .' .The man that lives, tho* dead, 
Yet dies while living, like his living Head ; 
v Io whom all live, that, dying, live to rife 
With His dead Body, that once built the flcies ! 



"-WHAT IS LIFE?" 
I. 

A Short fad^ourney to forae future place, 
More fair or foul than that we leave behind : 
Our chariot-wheels the meafure of its fpace 

That mark the goal, and fwift outfly the wind. 
II. 

The world an inn, where all who travel meet, • 
Till night comes on, when death its guefts enchains; 

At morn awoke, the refurreftion greet, 
And hail its joys, or fink beneath its pains. 

Suited 
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Suited to each their portion or reward, 

To each afliga'd the lot their life has gi»'a : 

On thefe, the wages of their Jin conferr'd ; 

On thefe, the gift of Righteoufnefs and Heav'n. 



A THOUGHT ON JEREMIAH, XXIII. 23, 24. 

WOULD yon by none be known or feen, 
To do an aft impure and mean, 
Unkind, unmanly, or unjuft, 
A breach of faith, or frienddiip's truft ; 
A vile exprellion or a word, 
That would not bear a fair record ; 
A fordid fentiment or thought, 
That fears to be in judgment brought : 
Then in your breaft this hint enrol, 
* There's one that fees, and marks the -whole! 



EXTEMPORE THOUGHTS. 
I. 

WHO /imply feek the path of life, 
And meekly walk therein, 
Shall mils a multitude of ftrife, 
That waits rebellion's fin. 

L II. 



u. 

They Ihall efcape the Fowler's fnare, 

And every bait difcern : 
Who gave them prudence to beware. 

He (hall that prudence warn. 
III. 

They lhall efcape the thorns of pride. 

The fiery darts of luft ; 
Nor need the withering leaves to hide 

Its fcandal or difguft. 

IV. 

They lhall not dread the /corner's fneer, 
Nor churl's invidious frown : 

The feoff of fools they need not fear. 
Nor make its curfe their owa. 

y. 

But fafe preferv'd by Him that loves, 

And will His own defend : 
He who their loving walk approves, 

Will love them to the end. 

VI. 

Thus lhall the man that fears the lord. 

Thro' all his life be bleft ; 
Till ftronger hope, at death, afford 

A dearer light of reft 1 



A simile; 
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A S I M I L E. 

AS gleams the dog-ftar thro* yon cyprefs grove, 
And, as it mines, now brifkly feems to move, 
Its glimmering rays dart fparkling from its eye, 
And tempt the gazer to conceive it nigh : 
So thro' the" glades of mental darknefs gleams 
Some mental light that apes the Syrian beams ; 
A" light caU'd " If ope," but ah! how diftant far 
The figur'd objeft, or the figuring ftar ! 

AN EXTEMPORE THOUGHT. 

ERE yet awake, I felt a fudden ftroke, 
That, by its force, a cedar might have broke. 
Who's that? I afk'd; and was as quick reprov'd, 
" Twas 1 that did it, and-becaufe I lov'd !" 



D EF INITION 
Of the Fal/e Arminian, 
Commonly called " A Free-Wilier." 

HE is one that believes he can do what he will, 
Do good when he likes, and, if not, can do ilt% 
Can do all things, or nothing, as fuits-him to pleafc. 
Plough the law like a horfe, or lie dowa at his eafe ; 

L 2 Caa 
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Can have grace when he aflcs, or as nobly refufe. 
And, as feemeth him meet, can improve or abufef 
When he likes commit fin, or continue a faint, 
It is no matter which, he can freely repent * 
In Ihort, he can merit— to be praifed or blam'd, 
And brays of its pouo'r, to be faved or damn'd. 

So much for this wight— he's the king of the crew,.. 
And Religion's reproach, if the Gofpel be true j 
As affum'd to him/elf what belongeth to none, . 
■Save only to him, by whom all may be done*. 

* Philip iv. iy _ 



DEFINITION 

Of a Fitlitious Calvinist, ' 
Commonly called "An Mtinomian." 

HE is one that maintains an Eleclion of Grace, 
And as fondly conceits bimfelf one of the race ; 
Talks loudly of Faith, but accounteth all Works 
As the chains of the law, and the creed of the Turks ; 
Thinks that none can be fav'd who do not believe this. 
Nor be damn'd if they do, tho* they praBife amifsj 
Can prate of experience that's none of his own, 
And picks up his phrafes, as you would a ftone; 



Is quite fare of his hand, and fo wonders that Paul . 
Should talk, tho'eka, of being loft after aU! 
Here then is one more in a different way, 
Both wide of the mark, and. of courfe gone aftray: 
Look we then for a third that (hall honour the- text ; 
Aud if there's a fourth, they axe found ja the next. 



Who is the Right Calvinist, and who it the 
Right A r it i n i a ft ? 

THEY are fuch as believe what the Scriptures 
have faid, 

And, trufting in jesus, follow Htm m their head; 
His godhead adore ; His atonement and blood 
Their difcharge from the Lata and the Jvftice .of <3bD. 
They believe all hayei.fian'd, and come fhoxt ©f the 
grace 

That's fufficient, for alL(tho' it fave not) the racev 
They alike do believe, and, believing, do prove 
Their faith by a life of obedience and love. 
And tho' they divide, 'tis fcarce more than in name; 
For tho' their creed differ, their Faith is the fame. 
Since this then's the. cafe,, why mould Saints difagcee, 
Yoo quarrel with themt or they quarrel with me ? 
We all have one father, one Saviour, and Friend, 
One spirit thro* life, and one hope in its endf 
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WHATEVER'S WRONG ISRIGHT. 
I. 

CAN what all know is wrong be right, 
And yet not true the inverfe ? 
Not in the view of moral light, 

As now we fliall rebearfe. : • - - 

II. 

We fpeak not here of things or nun, 

Their evil can't be good ; 
No more than pleafure can be pain, 

Or poifon wholeforae food. 

r. nl - 

But what we meao refers to hi », 
And to His fov'reign will, 
' Who, in this world's myAerious fcheme, 
O'er-rulcsboth good and ill. 
IV. 

The lafl forbids with awful frown, 
The firA, as right, commands ; 

And calls the effeft of each his ow&, 
As each in order ftands. 

V. 

Yet not the more excns'd are they, ' 

Who daring thus oflend, 
Becaufe, directed each their way, 

They anfwer each his end. 
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VI. 

This all thiBgs mult, whate'er they be. 

It cannot but be done, 
His purpofe, counfel, and decree, 

Whofe all defigns are one ! 

VII. 

From whom all came, to Him (hall alt 

In feafon due retura: 
Whate'er we good or evil call, 

To this one End are borne- 
VIII. 

As waters, parted from the Sea r 

In various currents flow ; 
So all ordaia'd by His decree, 

Where that decrees mail go. 

IX. 

However far or wide they fpread, 
They wander not, but -where 

They wander to their fountain headV 
And all re-centre there. 

X. 

So all things here beneath His eye, 
Whofe hand all things controls,. 

In earth, or heav'n, air or iky, 
His providence upholds, 
XI. 

All accidents of rime or place, 

All. good or evil done, 
Religion's fcorn, or Sin's difgraee. 

Proceed from hence alone. 
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XII. 

The trials that His fervants bear, 

Their poverty, or flume, v 
Their vai ious wants, and every care , 

That can His notice claim : 

xiir. 

Their cries, their moans, by" Him are heard^ 
To him their griefs are known; 

And they (like Him in that He fear'd) 
Are anfwer'd in His own. 

XIV. 

Thus all things tend to work for good, 

To them who fe;ir His name; 
Who love, as they are lov'd of god, 

And glory in the lamb ! 

XV. 

Addrefs we then His fov'reign throne, 
His majerty and might ; ' 

To His great wjll refign our own, 
And own, that " All is right J " 



PRIDE OF FAMILY. 

HE A R ye, who boaft your noble birth* 
Ye worms of infolence and earth; 
Ye nothings, who would fomething be, 
Above poor low equality ; 
In pride of wealth who fcorn the poor, 
And bar yow bofoms as your door t 
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Yet, after all-, what are ye more, 
Than were your fathers heretofore T 
Of woman born, and like the fly, 
That, born to-day, to-day mult die ;. 
Or like a fair and fading flower, 
That buds and bloflbrns for an hour \ 
Or fpringing grafs, .that, lightly fown, 
Is by the mower's fcythe cut down. 

So fubject you, with all your pride, 
(And what your heart can never hide) 
To pafllon, accidents, and pain, 
Like other worms, and other men j 
To all the evils life can (hew, 
The creature feci, or mortals know; 
Of hurt without, or wound within, 
The marks of guilt, and figns of fin ; 
From Tgnorance dark, to Wifdom blind. 
And with the bafe as bafe inclin'd ; 
As full of meannefs, craft, and fpitey 
As Ai t can feign, or Spleen indite ; 
A flave to felf, and felfifti ends, 
To crouch to foes, or tread on friends j 
And, after all your noble birth, 
The fcandal of the worms of earth. 

What then, I pray, have you to boaft. 
Who give your honour for a taaft ? 
Have you more virtue, pray, than thofe, 
Who, tho' they're poor, yet primal rofe 
From the fame fount, whence equal fprings 
The num'rous poor, and poorer kings ? 
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Have you of- knowledge fuch a mare,. 

That you have really fome to fpare ? 

And fnch a f.und of common fenfe, 

As, witftout lofs, yon could difpenle 

A certain quantity to fuch" 

As, like yourfelves, have not too much ? 

Gr are you not as ignorant, 

As thofe your pride contemns for want h 

Has Pity place Within your breafr, 
Your morning's bright, and fwcet your reft I 
©r are your flumbers broken by 
The ftarts of guilt, or plethory f 

Do kind affeclions warm your hearty 
Pierc'd with the fympathetic ftnart t . 
Do you another's burden bear, - 
His wants redrefs, his feelings ware ? 
€an you,, without return, relieve, 
With joy rejoice, with forrow grieve ? 
And when the poor their caufe make known;. 
Do you then make that caufe yoqr own> . 
And, caring little for the great, 
Their caufe efpoufe, their cafe debate ;- 
Not minding who your zeal offends, 
To be but number'd with their friends* 
And e'en a convift gain your ear, 
•That a(ks your pity, or your, pray'r? 
If this you do, and this your plan, 
You are, indeed, of men the man ; 
And fo far forth, as this will tell, 
Your very wealth for grace may fpell : 

No 
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:No canker (hall your gold corrode, 
Nor thieves your quiet incommode ; 
A mighty hoft your bed Ihall guard, 
And He that made, your great reward I 
His eye fliall watch, His arm defend, 
And love you as his bofom friend ; 
In the laft day His plaudit give. 
And bid your joy eternal live ! 

But if the contrast here be true. 
Of fmall account what rank, or you ; 
How wide your fame, how old your race ; 
You're but your own and their difgrace. 
Whether your aaceftors were peers, 
Who bore the ftaff, or fpread the Jbeers ; 
DiftincTion then will none be made, 
Betwixt the fceptre and the fpade, 
The high, the low, the proud, the poor j 
It all amounts to oothing more, 
Than this — whatever point of time, 
You and your fathers 'gaa to climb, 
There was a time, if 'tis" not now., 
When they, or theirs, upheld the plough ; 
And might have been for you as well, 
Had you with them been ploughing ftill : 
For know, that kings themfelves were bora 
All one with them you feem to fcorn } 
Whom you opprefs from tyrant hate, 
And 'crufli beneath your golden weight. - 
Yet thefe are equal dear to him, 
Who made you both, tho' you elleem 

Of 
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€f no account, and only meet 
To ftoop or tremble at your feet. 
But ftamp no more; on whom you tread 
Is one of the creation's head ; 
And, tho' nor gold nor purple wear, 
For aught you know, Salvation's Heir : 
A lot conceal'd until that day, 
When fuch as you are fent away ! 



THE INFIDEL ARRAIGNED; 
■Or thoughts on Job xl. "7. 

I. 

CAN'ST thou by fearching find out god, 
Th' Almighty to perfection know ? 
What ! can'ft thou fcale His high abode, 
And trace Him in the depth below ? 

n. 

Can'ft thou his His nature, or His name, 

That only to Himfelf are known, 
Explore, and then announce the fame. 

As thou with Him alike wert one ? 

III. 

Can'ft thou his goings-forth declare, 
And meet him in His high return ? 

Whofe chariot-wheels as lightning are, 
While blazing comets ceaie to burn. 



IV. 
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IV. 

Can'ft thou elude his fearching eye, 

That penetrates the (hades of night, 
'Or -chafe the darknefc of the Sky, 

By driving on the car of light ? 

Can'ft thou ( the thunder's voice outroar, 

Or with thy arm the winds control? 
Haft thoUgO'er .nature's lord the power ? 

Is flie thy Have, or thou l»er foul? 

VI. 

Can'ft ihoo the human heart explore, ' 

Its bias war ; p, or traits define i 
Or knoweft thou its thoughts before 

Its ail determine. they were thine? 

VII. 

Can'ft thon a kingdom bind in chains 

Of bondage or captivity; 
Fix the duration of its . pains, 

And then. remit the penalty? 

VIII. 

Know'ft thou the height of Mercy's throne, 

Her care how vaft, her love how great f -" ' 

Can'ft thou her rich defigns make know, 
Or drive her from the judgment feat ? 

ix.- . • " 

Can'ft thou the hearts of monarchs change, 

Or tyrants from their purpofe move, 
Their afts to ends unthought arrange,. 

Or force an enemy to love .' 

M X. 
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■X! 

Pray which of thefe can'ft thon -perform, ' 
Thou boallcr of created flcill ? ' ' ' ; : 

Co, reptile, to thy Lord — the worm, 

And match with mules thy ftubborn wilL 
XI. 

Call thy felf M nothing" m riw light,' 
Save only what his will (hall make S ' 

Whofe eye'6 the fountain of thy light, J' 
And who to be thy being fpake; 

XII. 

Thine ignorance own, thy pride cbnfefs,' 
That made thee think thy felf a Godi ' 

As much devoid of ftrength as grace. 

Fit fubjeft of Hi« anger's rod. ■>'.-.. 
XIII. 

Co then, and fall before His feet, 

Before whofe feet archangels fall; 
Ihere (halt thou Jind the martyrs' feat, 
. And (hour, with mem, " The-LORD of: All t" 



WHO AND WHAT IS A ; MAN?' . 

PRITHEE tell me, if you can, 
What 'tis makes a real man ; i 
Mind, I do not mean an ape, 
Or an aft in human lhape •, 

Something 
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Something fmatt, or large in fize, 
That has got two feet and eyes ; ' 
Like a pigmy that can walk, 
Or can like a giant lb lk ; < 
Like a parrot, learn to fpeak 
Latin, Hebrew, Welch, or Greek ; 
Fetch and carry hike -a fpanie), 
Or can muhic Father Daniel; 
Chatter, criticife, and prate, 
Of the myfteries of ftate ; 
Or that, running to and fro/ 
Learns yet lefs itfelf to know j 
Or that macaraons in drefs, 
Powder'd fops of ladynefs : 
Thefe indeed may walk upright, 
And appear like men to fight ; 
And a ;houfand actions more, 
Soch as brutes have done before. 
But I vow, and vow again, 
None of thefe are truly men ; 
Whom, at beft, they do but ape, 
la their vifage, air, or fliape. 

Who then, I pray you, is a man, 
One according, to your plan ? 

Anfwering then to what you afk, 
Now I'll fet me to the talk. 
He is one whom God and Nature 
Has defign'd for his Creator j 
M 2 
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And for what he is defigrt'd, 
Seeks to frame his heart and mind: 
Lives not to himfelf alone, 
Calling nought on earth his own : 
In his undcrftanding clear. 
Whom to lpvc.and whom .to fear; . 
And, with probity, of, heart, i« - i 
Seeks his knowledge to impart ; : 
Hiding not his light within, , 
Light that mews, him inbred fin. , 
Proof that he, while void of grace* 
Was no better than his races . . 
But the mercy he has found, : . . 

While it makes his jpy.refouncf, > ■ 
Thankful for. the favour gjv'n,. . 
And aflur'd himfelf of heav'n, , . - 
Fills his mind with holy zeal, 
Calling on a world to feel, - # "3 

What a happihefs they know, " 
Who, forgiv'n here below, 
( Tafle of joys that fpring from love, ' r 
Conftitute their Heav'n above : 
Love that, tafted here on earth, 
Conftitutes the fecond birth. 
When renewed and born again. 
We a fecond time are mert: ■ ' 
Nature' chang'd doth pow begin 
To efchew each darling fin; 
Pride, Ambition, Rage, or Luft, 
Envy's Spleen, and Mammon's guff; 

Meannefs, 
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Meannefs, Malice, Wrath, and Spite, 
Deeds of Darknefs, and her night: 
All, in flwrt, of every evil, 
That can form a human devil. 
Place of which you now (hall find, 
To every fort of good i 
All the Chriftian's noble 
Fqnn'd. upon the Matter's plan ; 
Form J d e'er fince the world begin 
This, and HEalone, is mam . 



an devil, 
ow (hall find, 
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" \ 

>egan: . V 
fl J 



THE 

SET-LARK'S COMPLAINT: 

Or Cruelty to ' Dumb Creatures, Ingratitude to the 
i ... Creator. 

IN that fweet month, the month of May, 
When all is foft, ferene, and gay ; 
When Nature, in her vefture green, 
Arobes the hill, or decks the plain ; 
When playful lambkins fport around. 
And meek-ey'd daifies pink the ground ;. 
When lowing herds (the farmer's pride) 
Bellow their wants on ev'ry fide ; 
When brighter funs falute the morn. 
And richer tints the Ikies - adorn ; 
A wakeful Lark forfook her neft, 
And thus her gratitude addrefs'd. 
* . M 3 (I liflen'4 
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(I liften'd as I pafc'd along, 

And fo interpreted her foog : 

Such fongs as duteous had become 

The churl that fought the chanter's doom.) 

«* By whom I foar, to Him I iing; 
Who gave me voice, He gave me wing t 
And, when my l'rfe with thefe are dead, 
'Tis He will give my neAllngs bread. ' • 
His bounteous hand provides us food, 
And fills the mouths of beafts with good-' • 
To Him I ling, to Him I rife, 
Who built the earth, and form'd the flues. 
By Him e'en I have been fupplied, 
Nor ever was- my fait denied: *. i 
Meet then to Him I'll raife my fong, . 
And will, be being fliqrt or long ; 
Nor aught prevent my daily rife, 
r ^o pay my daily facrifice ; • \" 

And when my charge can leave the nelrj!. 
They too fhall rife and frng the reft." 

Thus blithe (he hail'd the yielding flcy* 
As thought nor death nor danger nigh. » 
But fhe miftook, as mortals do, ' ' • 
And for their blunders often rue ; ' - 
As, Reader, now your heart may hear,. , 
If fo its diclion wound your ear. 
A moment then attend the tale, 
And let its documents prevail. 

A ruftic 
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A ruftic down that morn had Toft*, , 
(One of the brute creation's foes) 
Who dumping on bis errand went. 
Without reflection or intent i 
Bat lifting up his leadm eyes, 
The mounting fongfter he efpies f 
And, feeling neither love nor care, 
Stoop'd down and pick'd a pebbled flat t 
When draught with equal joy and fpite» 
He aim-'d, and hop'd he aim'd aright. 
Strait from his fift the ball he threw,. 
And then flood gaping as it flew: 
Not doubting but the harmlefs ftone 
Wou'd daih its brains, or break a bone. 
Such is the mercy mortals (hew 
To innocence in charge below? 
And fuch the gratitude repaid ■ 
The honour done the creature's head ?- 
As what for pleafure or fas ufe, 
Had neither but from vile abufe. 

Howe'er *tis certainly no worfe 
Than man to man, each other's curfe j. 
Who, where or ftrength or refuge fail,. 
By fraud 6r violence prevail } 
And from revenge, or wanton fpite, 
Their will is law, their reafen migbt.- 
Such. were the notions of the clown,. ■ ■ 
Arid well if fuch are not our own : 
As fmall the drfference is feen 
Betwixt outfdves and other men. 
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But here digrefs'd, we now a/Tail ' 

To end the moral of the tale ; 

The watchful guard o'er brutes to fhow* 

And how the bird efcap'd the Wow. 
That then which loves its care to. hide 

The raHEle ruin turn'd afide; 

And (to the ruftic's envious grief) . 
- The fongftrefs gave a quick relief: 

Bid her in peace purfue her flight,. 

And reach fecure her aznr'd height. 
The bird fecur'd, her flight purfu'd,. 

And went on warbling to her brood ; 

While yet with gratitude poflefs'd, 

A livelier ftrain infpir'd her breaft : 

And taking now her higheft /pell,. 

She bid the late alarm " farewell." 

So too (hall we, when f;ife we foar 
Beyond the reach, of danger's pow'r,. 

With equal joy and freedom rife,, 
And hail the turret of the fki.es : 
Look down aloft, and view this fpherc 
Aa atom in the wafte of air.; 
As nothing all that mortals fee,. 
And fpace a vaft immenfity !. 

.Snch is the view that fpirits.have, 
Emerg'd from (hackles and their grave j: 
At large to range ethereal bounds, . 
And leave the liars their little rounds • 
While mortals flare, but not afpire ' 
To reack their height, or feel its fire.- 

Thoa 
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Thu» far remark'^ •* Bowfepqw 
Our fubjcft, and the bird purfuc :' 
Who having reach 'd bet fumrok's ffighr, 
Was bow defcending from its height.} 
Rcfolving, as (he quiver'd down,, . 
Herfelf to reafon with the clown. - . 
She did — and hanging o'er her neft. 
In accent mild his ear addrefs'd, '. ■ -• N ' 
.• -With fuch perfuafion's ftmple pow'r. 
As he ne'er heard- at -church before ; 
Such as few (ires their children teach. 
And downy docldrs felddm preach. 1 • 
'. .. ' .. .. "; '.-<..' ■*■ \ ,\ 

" What meari'ft ((he-laid 1 ) thou graceWs bard} 
Pray now, wou'd you not think it hard, 
If we for once could make the change, 
And you the amb ; «nt zther range/ 
If' I, in human r bit d.-efs'd, ) 
Should wound your life, or break your ijsft J 
If I, with human wit endu'd. 
My hands had in thy blood embru'd ? 
Anfwer thyfelf, and lick the duft, 
If not both cruel and unjuft, 
.That I, who only pleafure yield, 
Content with lodging in the field ; 
And, waking at -the dawn, arife, 
To hymn my niacins in the Ikies 5 
To teach thy heart a fong of praife, 
And vie with itoe ia ftronger lays; 

Tha« 
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That I for this fhbuld bafe be tiaia; 
My fkill : reveog'd, or put ro pain }.' • ~* 
A Ample bird, whofe art lefs quill 
Was, made for fong, and not to kill t ■ ■ ■ 
Go, thou- ingrate, and learn of me, 
Both what to do, aad what to be i"' i 

•> 

The clown, amazr'd to hear her (peak, : 
'Can Scratch his ears, and gnaw'd his flick f 
And lumping roumd from fide to fide, . 
Pulld down his hat, his ehop» to hide : > 
Be neither loolt'd^ nor fpoke, aor ftin'dfr 
A Beaft confounded by a Bird I 
But, even t/xrfe.havc fcroething left* 
Whatever priefts may have- bereft, ; 
Thus wond'ring at the ftrange evenr r . ? 
Where it might end* and what it meaor r 
His thoughts within began ro cum,- ( . 
- His. heart to heave, his bofom burn;.' ■-. 
Convinc'd that this unthinking aft, \ 
Was real cruelty in fa& j, . 
While reafon in th« bird appealed. 
Met fomething that eonviflion feal'd; 
A fpark of feeling that remain'd, 
And both his cheeks and conference flain-d 5 
With what the modeft call " a blulh," .' 
But com tiers value not a tujb* 

The bird, who now the change perceiv'd, 
Alike from dread as death repriev'd, 

Embolden'* 
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Embolden'*! farther, now drew near, 
And thus addrefs'd his confcious fear ; 

** Confider who hath made us twain. 
And neither of us made in vain : 
■Can me to human fliape refine, 
Or metamorphofe thee to mine; 
And might, if fuited to His plan, 
Made you the bird, and me the man ; 
Thyfpirit with thyfelf have died, 
And each of mine been glorified. 
11 is hand the fame that each provides 
With .that which nourifhes or hides; 
The fame o'er each His tender care,, 
To fave us from the Fowler's fnare ; 
That from thy malice favcd me, 
And from its blood preferved thee ; 
To whom thyfelf muft one day give 
A ftri^3 account, as born to live. 
Not like, tp me, a moment's breath, . . 
And then , annihilate with death. 
My time is fliort, tho' fweet my fong, 
But immortality is long, 
I live but juft to plume and die, 
But thine is vaft eternity ! 
Confider then, how wild as rude 
Thy ftupid, ra(h ingratitude ! 
; And fix thy hear,t on things above, 
Where all is fong, and all is love : 
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Things that for mc Were ne'er defign'd, 

In nature cramp'd, in fphere confin'd i 

Whom Envy's felf can't grudge the fpace, 

I fill in Time or Natfcre's race. 

Thus, when I'm filent, thou may'ft fing, 

And tho' I droop, expand the wing } 

Soar higher than my pinions can, 

To regions only made for Man ; 

As all, who live not to their fliame, 

Shall find, at death, were made for them: 

Where winged fpirits higher rife, 

To other climes, and other (lies ; 

Where endlefs fongs of endlefs praifc, 

Shall celebrate His rkheft grace, 

Who made me what I'm not alone, 

But you an image of his own ; j 

To live, be't long or fhort of me, 

An heir of His eternity I 

To fall, yet rife — to fink,< yet SOAR* '■ 

And be where but Htmfelf - before. " 

This is thy lot, as that is mine ', 

Be joy, content; and wonder thine': ■ 

Accept the counfel friendly giv'n ; 

Be mine the earth, and thine be heav'n." 

This faid,— the down conceal'd his face, 
A fign pf modefty and grace :■ 
Which done, they each their rout furfoM j 
The Lark her neft, and he his road. 
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Ail Answer to thb Question, " Who will 

HAVE MOST SEASON TO BE THANKFUL IN 

Heaven l" 

• ' I. 

CEASE vain Contention's fruitlefs'Arifc, 
Who moll mall magnify 
The gift of grace ; who {iv'd its life ; 
•• Or living not, yet die. . 

*Tis Mercy all ! and nothing more, t ■ 

From Mercy's fount above : , 

The firlt, the trophies of its pow'r ; 
The latter, of Us love,! 

..... 

In both 'twas love and pow/r divine 

That made the difference here : 
But when they both above (hall mine. 

What difference will be x&r? . 
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They each were fav'd by foWrejgn Grace, \ >r 
As fov'reign Grace can tell : ■ , :"• c'V 

And that which gives them each their place, > - ^ 
Kipd fev'd them both from hell l . ., i 

• ■ - n • " • ■ cat 
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. ■ • ■ • • ' 

On a Friend's asking how he might walk 
with God in the midst of Business, &c. 

He that vialketh uprightly, walketh furely. Prov, x. 9. 

': • ■ • ' ■ * ■ r " v 

THIS then the term, inv'aried as fevere; 
The confidence tender, as the heart fincere ; 
The eye as fingle as the hands are clean, " 
All care without, and vigilance within: 
With ftep refolv'd, o'er ground untrodden tread, 
Pendent on Hope,' well balanced by its dread ; 
That awful fenfe of an incumbent God, 1 
Whofe frown's are thunder, and His wrath its rod; 
From whom no depth, no darknefs can conceal, 
Or heav'n's high fnmmit, o r ,r »e depths of hell ; 
All naked lie, as on their furface fpread, 
Tho' hid the heart, or tho* conceal'd the head ; 
Who grafps creation, while his piercing ken, 
Refearches "cherubs, as it fearchcs men. 
But -what His thoughts, or what His mind unknown, 
What He commands, or what He wills, undone ; 
Let Confcience fpeak, whofe confcious record true, 
To feraphs 'dictates what it /peaks W you : 
To this adhere, her notices attend, 
A* fwift a witnefs, as-' fincere a friend. 

In private prayer, from public walk reclufe, 
IfCacn here its end, its privilege, and ufe: 

tbtrt 
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There with herfelf, as with her God, commune. 
To br^ce ihe fpirits, and the .ra'trfd attune ; 
Fit it for all His providence requires, 
Our ftation alks, or better hop;: infpires. 

Deep in that volume of prophetic light, 
The hand by day, the leflbn'd heart by night, 
From thence explor'd, as from ethereal mines, 
What gold out-weighs, and glittering gems outlhineej 
The fecret wifdora of that Cod-like plan, 
That angels wonder, when they gaze on man. 
Dread myftery all ! whoe'er the myltery trace, 
With mercy judgment, and with juftice grace ! 

Who this believe, and as obedient move, 
May often tremble, but they (till mull love : 
In love devoted, as in worfhip pure, 
Their path refplendent, and their footing furc. 
Thus ended all their warfare and its toil, 
They (hout the couqueft, and divide its fpoil ! 



UNWILLINGNESS OF OLD AGE TO DIE. 

AM EPITAPH. 
I. 

HERE fculks, who late, in yon forfaken cot, 
Liv'd to himfelf, as had been none but he;. 
Tho' now he moulders, and had been forgot. 
As more confin'd, if poffible .could be, 

N a - U. 
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11. 

But that when Death, his cruel adverfe, came, 

And drew his dart, as eager to let fly, 
He loud exclaim'd, and, calling him by name, 
, « Why aim'd at mf, who am to thee fo nigh t 

III. 

f It can't be long ere this mean hoofe of clay 
Muft of itfelf come fcattering to the ground 1 

'Twere pity, then, to haften its decay, 

And ruin that, whkh is in ruins found. 

IV. 

" BeGdes, there are thy terrors might addrefs, 
Far more difpos'd and ready at thy call ; 

Kay, who expeft and long for Us acccfs, 
Nor wilh the (haft on other heads to fall. 

V. 

.«* To thefe then go, and fpread the quiver wide, 
Contract their being to the wifli'd for fpan ; 

Bot do not in this breaft thy dagger hide, 

Do, Death, go back, and fpare a poor old man.'* 

VI. 

Thp foe incens'd, a moment filent flood ; 

; When, flcrnly gazing in the mifer's face ; 
«' What, I" he replied, " was I before the flood, 
And (hall I aflc thy exJt as a grace J , 
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VII. 

44 Too long already has thy thread been fpnn j 

I only wifli I' had been fent before : 
I could but then been bid, as now, be gone i 

Nor could thy juniors well demanded more. 

VIII. 

•« And if they had, unlcfs fome fatter plea 
Than gifts abus'd, or time mifpent were giv'n, 

I had them ferv'd, as now I fhall ferve thee, 
And feal'd with this the mandature of Hcav'n."- 

IX. 

Thisfaid, he grinn'd, and, bent upon the deed, ' 
(Tho' three fliort days had been a century's birth) 

The recklefs archer threw the fatal reed, 
And ftruck the viflim breathlefs to the earth. 

x - 

*• There lie," he cried, " a dread example fair 
Of age more barden'd by its long increafe, 

That they who read, may for their own prepare, 
And meet this meflage with a fmile of peace !" 



N 3 EXTREMES- 



EXTREMES THEIR OWN OPPOSITES, 

AN EPIGRAM. 

STRANGE as It feems, it needs no proof to tell, 
Where hell's a -heav'n, there heav'n mull needs 
be hell. 

And this revers'd, the two extremes are even ; 
When heavVs a hell, there hell itfelf's a heav'n. 



A THOUGHT ON EXODUS, XV. 4. 

AS Egypt's horts once dar'd the deep, 
And dreadful flept beneath its pow'r ; 
So may our fins their vigil keep, 
Aud final fink, to rife no more. 



THE PREACHER'S CALLING. 

INCESSANT labour, and in this with care ; 
As ceafelefs watching, and as ceafelefs /rrtjwr 
That thus difmifs'd, thy foul with bis increafe 
May diop her mantle, and afcend in peace ! 

FALSE 
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FALSE SENTENCE THE FRUrT OF RASH 
JUDGMENT. 

THAT may be poor, your thoughts accurfe of 
wealth ; ( 
And that difeafe fome fymptoms Show like health. 
From hence then learn of raOinefs to beware, 
Confider calmly, aud. conclude with care ; 
Since from fuch marks no judgment can be drawn, 
Till rip'ning time with furer fymptoms dawn : 
Such fpecial figns, whofe forms cannot deceive, 
That truth may truft, and 3nge"ls fafe believe ; 
Some fuch as this—there, fmell that fragrant root, 
Its tree's a cedar, and this cone Us fruit. 



AN EXTEMPORE THOUGHT. 

WHAT has been, it ; what is, (hall yet be (till ; 
What muft be, (hall be ; and what (hall be, 
tvill: 

But what thefe are, or what their vaft deftgn, 
Is not for man to queftion or define ; 
Above this fphere in better hands they He, 
Whofe wifdom knows the wherefore and the why ; 

Which 
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Which man cannot, nor needs it that he (herald; 
Enough, he's wife, by being wifely good ; 
And that his goodnefs doth confift in this, 
To adore that wifdom that can't aft amifs. 



THE WEATHER-COCK, 

AN E P I G E A M . 



HAIL, verfile emblem of the human mind, - 
True to thyfelf, and model of mankind : 
Thy only virtue is in them a vice; 
This moment thus, the next quite othervviic. 
Thine an cfFcdtof nature* potent laws, 
As theirs felf intcrelr, or felf-love the caufe. 
Thy various motions point which way inclin'd, 
The fix'd or varied current of the wind : ■ 
Theirs only prove how fickle are their own, 
How weakly grounded, and how little known. 
Firft this, then that ; then this, then that again ; 
Now all a go, and now a milder ftrain. 
Such is mankind, creation's reftlefs heir. 
Than wind lefs certain, and more light than «ir / 



WILFUL 
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WILFVL IGNORANCE THE 
ONLY INVINCIBLE. 

AN EPIGRAM. 

' L 

JrrilS not who can't, if that they (hould, 

X That are the guilty blind, 
And who, bewilder'd in the wood, 

Attempt the clue to find. 

/ II. 

• TWe are tb« ©bje3s of oat care, 
Our pity, not our hate ; 
Aad tho* entangled in the fnare, , 
Deferve a better fate. 

III. 

But fuch whom wilful folly blinds, 

And blind, as willing lead ; 
Thefe are the men of gracelefs minds, 

Whom Juftice blinds indeed. 



THE 
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THE WAKING DREAMER^ 
IX EPIGRAM. • 

r. 

'/T^ I S not who dream they're broad awaktj 

J. Nor all who fleep that dream, 
Their fancies for exiftence take, 
Or think the ocean, cream. 

II. 

'Us men awake that talk in fleep, 

As flrangc as it may feem ; 
The fools, that dare Perdition's fteep> 

And ay, " 'Tis all a dream !" 



INFINITE POWER NOT INDEFINITE 

Or Omnipotence /ub/ervtent to its Wifdam. ' 
AN EPIGRAM 

AMAZTNG thought ! Omnipotence canfin'd I 
That all can do, that wifls the eternal mind. 
Perfection pnre ! whofe potence cannot do, 
Save what is wife, or holy, juft, or true. 
All then is right, whate'er thy will enacts, 
How weak the means, or woful the effects. 
Thy paths are deep, thy depths no lines explore; 
Let Pride confefs it, and complain no more ! 

IM 
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IMPOSSIBILITY. THE PROOF OF PROPRIETY. 

NOR Endor's /kill, nor Egypt's juggling arr, 
Can fnakes from wands, or youth from age 
convert : , 
Still changeiefs both, they both unchang'd remain. 
The ancient's glory, or the veteran's ftain. 



I . M P R O M P T V, . 

« * 

On hearing Thunder. 

HOW cfread the burft! how awful rolls the found f 
From pole to pole, the echoing bolts rebound. J, 
Jehovah's voice, that calls the world His own, 
Proclaims His will, and, riding on His throne 
Of ftate unfeen, bids all creation hear, 
Liften, O ifles, and, as you hearken, " fear." 

" Feac not," fays Atheism, «« 'tis but Nature* 
roar, 

" To frighten fools, and then her jeft is o'er ; 
" Nature is nothing, and this nothing all 
" That chilfh-en fhudders, or can fools appal," 
Avaunt I you mifcreant, and in flames go down, 
Where thoufands, chain'd, the god of thunders own ! 

DEATH, 
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DEATH, 

AN EPIGRAM. 

THAT thou muft die, not Truth itfelf more true; 
Nor lefs is this, that unprepar'd are you, 
Who carelefs live, altho' to-morrow's fun 
May fix thy fate, as changelefs as undone ! 



AN EXTEMPORE REFLECTION 
On the Death of Two Famous Architect. 

NO more remember'd, and no longer fought, 
The heads that plann'd, or lab'ring hands that 
wrought : 

Their time a moment, and their, name a day, 

Like their own works, they flourifh'd to decay. 

So moulders all that human art can do, 

Its wit contrive, or vanity purfue : 

E'en Nature's works to their own period tend j 

Begun from nothing, in that nothing end ! 



AN 
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AN EXTEMPORE THOUGHT 
On "Lord, what is Man?" 

A Vaunting bubble, and a pompons (hade, 
Time's fportive phantom, for its paftime made: 
Strong in himfelf, and mighty in his thought, 
He came from nothing, to return to nought. 
If they TpeSk true, who, fearing to believe 
What Truth affirms, would fain thofe fears deceive ; 
Yet find it hard, fome fecret voice -within, 
Proyirtg their creed the offspring of. its fin* 
But this efchew'd, their heart with joy receives 
This glorious truth, that " Man immortal fives !" 



A TH OUGHT ON : ETERNITY. 

• riplME without end, or endlefs time," we fay; 

A Eternal night, or everlafting day. 
Or this or that, no more alternate found, 
Revolving each their own eternal rounds 



AN 
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A N EPITAPH 

:Compofed on Wahihg. 



I Who was late what you are now. 
And drew the vital air, 
.Am here entomb'd beneath this brow, 
A prifoner, and an fieir. 

II. 

■* Come you along (laid Death) with me, 

I'm come that you may go." 
*' I will hot go (I cried) with thee, 
"Who nothing haft to fliew." 

•'- " IK. 

•* Ha'n't 11" faid he, and Ihewed his dart^ 

And with that took his akn ; 
Levell'd his weapon at my heart, 

To quench its vital flame. >■ 

in. 

•I cried aloud ; when Mercy came, 
And (ere he ftopp'd my breath) 

•Gave me, by Faith, a glimpfe of him,' 
Whofe dart had conquer'd Death ! 

« WHAT 
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* WHAT IS- THE GREATEST BLESSING 
UPON EARTH?" t 

PEACE, health, and ftrength, with Plenty's mean 
content,. 

A heart well manag'p, and a life well, fpent; 
A foul derated,, and alive to God, 
Fond of His fmile, but p.itient^of His rod ; 
Each day prepar'd to breathe its latcft breath, 
And moft refign'd, as moA alive in death. 



True peace iii the midst of trouble,- 

BLOW then; ye winds, a temped blow; 
Tour mighty mounds, ye billows foil : 
Unite your rage— I can but know 

A calm, while jesus ftays my foul. ' 



AN EXTEMPORE ADDRESS TO TIME. 

ALWAYS pafling, never gone, 
Doing what is never done j . 
Always going, yet not part, 
Ever foremoft, yet the laft. 
How is this ! pray tell me ''Time,' . 
If to (peak it be no crime i 
" Herein then the fecret lies. 
If you really would be wife : 
Ufe me, and you'll ever find 
Time and you are of a mind.", 
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ON THE ILL-REQJJITED LABOURS 
: OF INGENUITY AND LEARNING. 

THUS Genius toils, and with her vigils earns 
The dear-bought fcraps that wanton Luxury 
fpurns. 

She too, all toil, as never quite at eafe, 

While Thought can torture, or its hints difpleafe : . 

Elfe all fo/ute, who want or_who deferve, 

Who beg their living, or who live to ftarve. 

Not fo of old the patrons of the fage, - ■ ' 

Joy of the Mufe, and idol of its page ; • 

By tbefe reliev'd from Want's terrific fiend, 

They fpread their wings, and bid their Mufe afcendj 

Affei> a ftrain that might the Gods infpire. 

Mount Ptlion's top, and catch celeftial fire. " 



A SINGLE THOUGHT. 



A 



MIDST the darknefs that furrounds, 
Amidft the yell of damning founds, 



One thing, I think, I hear and fee, 

*• There's one who li/d to die for me P" 



ON 
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ON CONTENT. 

HENCE learn the caufe and reafon of thy want; 
'Tis canfelefs care, and gracelefs difcontent. 1 
But hold thy murmuring, and from envy ceafe; 
Be hut coat en ted, and you muft have peace. . 



ON A. WEDDING -RING. 

HAIL, little type of conftancy in love ! 
Thou /imple emblem of the bleft above j 
Where nought is feen, and nought inferior known. 
Than that pure love that mingles all in one ; 
That fource of being, whom exiftence owns, 
Creation's fountain, and the stars * its fons. 

Nor lefs a type of that Eternity, 
Whofe vaft duration marks infinity; . 
That end lefs round, that no beginning knew, 
No line can meafure, and no eye purfue : 
In whofe dark womb huge, worlds in embrio lie, 
Where time is loft, and unborn ages die. 
Sweet emblem too of nuptial union found, 
Where faithful hearts by faithful hands are bound; 
Where, knit in one, its joys are doubly great, 
While griefs divided, leflen half their weight 

* Angelt. 
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Itfclf a pledge of bonds dill more divine, 

When Nature's god her new-born fons (hall join. 

. , Go then, fair type, and let my friendftrip be, 
ta aD confident, and a type of thee I 



Wrote on the king of spades'. 

W HO take fuch tools to dig the foil. 
May labour hard with little toil ; 
And, fave in Chance or Fortune's train, 
,' May labour long for little gain. 

Bin they who fearch in Wifdom's mint, 
For treafures lading as divine, 
Nor grudge their hope the pains they take, 
Need never fear to lofe the flake. 
The more they dig, the more they find> 
That fuH contents the longing mind ; 
And, like the ebbing of the main, 
The more they lofe, the more they gaio. 
Wifdom her pregnant riches fprings, - 
To fill the poor, and beggar kings ; 
; A wealth more worth than Ophir's gold, 
So.often bought, but never fold* 
The pearl of price, the glorious leav'n, 
That barters earth, and bids for heav'n ! 

WHAT 
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WHAT IS THE WORST EVIL THAT 
CAN HAPPEN? . 

SIN, guilr, and hell, the worft of all, 
That men or angels can befall : 
Compar'd with which, nor grief, nor pain,. 
Can bear the balance of a grain. 
Not that the pangs of guilt and hell. 
Are eafy to endure or tell : 
Thefe are the effect, the direful fruit 
Of sin, the origin and root. 
And as the effect of fuch a fource, 
Are doubtlefs bad enough of courfe. 
Hence therefore we may juft infer* 
\ Without the logic of the chair, 

" If fuch the fruit, and e'er has beenv 
" The wOrft of all the three'is fin." 



A THOUGHT- 

G Might we feel and tafte with every breath. 
Thy real firft, and then thy myflic death ! 
That death to fin that marks thy rifmg power, 
Till rofe with tMne, we Iwc to fin no more. 

THE 
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THE EVANGELIC SOLPIER, 

Or AS* Military Evangelift. 
" £;«/«/•* »<S>a hardnefi." i Tim. H. 3/ 

WHO lifts muft light, who fights for God 
muft arm j ' 
True to his- Lord, and in His fervice warm : 
No danger ftiudder, and no trials fhun, 
While foes encounter, or fufpends the crown. 
At a!Il times ready, howeVr quick the word,, 
To mount the target, or to wield its fword. 

Loofe from the World, and all its trumpery fet r 
Its hopes, its fmiles, its terrors at our feet ; 
With ftrength renew'd, each hour the battle try, 
Till won the laft, we more than conquerors die ! 



A PRAYER 
For the Itinerant Preachers of the Giftet.. 

I. ' ' .. *• 

GO Thori with them that go for thee. 
And on thine errand run ; 
Quick in tily fervice let them flee, y< 
Till all their work is done. 
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II. 

Then call them from,this world/ on high, 

To fill thofe worlds above ; 
Where Seraphs fwift as lightnings fly, 

And flame feraphic love. 

III. 

There may they frelh their ftrength : reneW 1 , 

While proftrate at thy throne, 
They gaze with one eternal vkw, • 

The triune god in one 1 

Ill I I | . • V I' ■! 

THE 

DESCRIPTION OF A POOR MAN'S GARDEN, 

Tranflated from the Latin of Virg. , Mo*. 
See Gradus ad Parnaflum, p. 353. 

CLOSE to his cot a ruflic garden lay, 
That reedy walls preferVd from lawlefs prey: 
A fmall demefne, but bleft with every plant 
His tafte could relilh, or his table want. 
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THE ROSE. 

AN EMBLEM. 

r. 

HAIL I thou lovely, favourite flower f. 
Idol of fhe-fragrajit bower ; 
full of pleafure, full of fweets, 
Whom th^ blujbjog, virgin grcou». . 

n. 

-Embtenr, ra thy refoate tintl- 
Gf unfully'd innocence ; 
Sweet adorner of the groye r 
Type of purity and lore 

HI.. 

.Bloom vjg flower, wKbfe buds unblbwa> 
Harbour e*tafies ooknpwn ; 
But whofe opening foliage bright 
Chears tha fmell, and. glads- the fight. 

' * "if f 

IV... - 
Jet, with all' thy pleafing charms-;; 
Oft thy briar'd leaf alarms; ; 
Piercing with its thorny blade 
Wjio Us trcafures would invade ; 
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V. 

Teaching Ignorance to beware, 
And the rafh to touch with cares 
•Emblem of. the world add time, 
In fheir ruin and their prime: 

VI. - 

Budding, blooming, day. by day. 
Till arrives fheir lafl decay; 
Till a nobler period come, 
And the Rofe of Sharon bloom! 



GUILT, 

, What is it? and what is it like? 

9 TTMS the foul's feafe. of ill itfdf has dbtfe, ' 

J. That confcious fear unwilling calls its own : 
»Tis the heart's knowledge of its fod eftate, 
With trembling dread of fome yet fadder fate : 
'Tis Juftke* hand, that (hakes the mighty rod 
Of redd' ning ■vengeance, and its angry god ! 

Now for its like, if likenefs can be found 
In aught this fphere, or that beyond can bound : 
'Tis death, 'tis darkness, 'tis the type of hell, 
That fin created, and where Seraphs fell ; 
'Tis all thefoufoa. this, fide time need know, 
To curie exigence, or foretell its woe I 

THE 

* 
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THE BEST GIFT SOONEST GRANTED. 

<« 'T T THAT wou'd you have, if now yon could, 

VV For afkiog, have whate'er you would i 
A gem, a diadem, or gold, 
For which e'en Heav'n is bought and fold i 
Say, and perhaps you may,, at call, 
Have fomething that is worth 'em all." 
Why then, if I may fpeak my mind, . \ 
And what I with this moment find, 
*Tis this, I would be fure of Heav'n : 
■« There, take this pledge- the bleffing's giv'n 1" 



EXTEMPORE ANSWER 

To an Infidel Objection again/I both the Power and 
Goodnefs of God. ' 4 "' 

*\T THAT ! think you then, that He who all 



Cannot, with the fame breath that quickens all, 
The whole reduce, and Nature's felf revoke 
To their primeval ftate, non entity of being, 
And brighteft forms, as Hfelefs matter, kill,? 

Ceafe then to blame the infinite in power, 
Who all things made, continues, and directs; 
Muft, as in one, be Infinite in All, 
Confiftent One, and Infinite complear. 




A THOUGHT 
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A THOUGHT ON 2 TIM. IV, 7. 
" / have fought a good fight:* 

SO fpeak the men whom infpiration fires, 
Whom Love has refcu'd, and its zeal tnfpires : 
Faithful to death-, they leave their talk behind, 
And whom they ferv'd, to death as faithful find : 
His word a Hammer, as His eyes a blame, 
Their call, their choice, their high employ the fame. 

Go ye who fpurn, and as ye fcorn* revere ; 
Be fighs your laughter, and your mirth be fear. 
Know ye, the men your envy would entice, 
Are fons of thunder to the flaves of vice : 
That thought of not— the truths their ardors tell, 
Are equal fraught with happinefs or hell ! 



IMPOSSIBILITY POSSIBLE, 

Or Time gone by recalled. 

HO W fhall I call the time that's Pafl, 
Who cannot flop the prefent hour? 
Remember how you ufed the lafl, 
And let no trifles more devour. 

P Jit 
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. He that improves, and that befides 
Who ferves the minute as he ought, 
His moments, like returning tides, 

Shall crowd their riches in his thought; 
Unite their ftrength to guard him home, 
The pad, the picfent, and to come ! 

THOUGHTS ON ISAIAH, XXVI. 20. 
I. 

MIDST waYs loud din, and fcenes of blood, 
Dread tokens of the wrath of God, 
The Chriftian refts fecure : - 
From, off ' his knees, or couch, can rife, 
And ferve the god who form'd the Ikies, 
With hope ferene as pure. 

II. 

Tho' baleful thunders rend the air, 
And the fierce lightning's livid glare 

O'erfpread the flaming flcy ; 
He can, unmov'd, the thunder hear, 
Unmov'd behold the lightning near, 

And all their rage defy. 

III. 

If fuch the privilege of thofe, 
Who have for their Redeemer chofe 

The Rock of Ifrael's race ; 
Who would not make their choice the fame, 
And, by confiding in his name, 
...Eufure eternal peace 

THE 



THE COVETOUS COMPARED WITH THE 
DROPSICAL. 

AS this the more he thirfts requires, 
The more he drinks, the more itefires : 
So with the love of gold accurft, 
The greater gain, the greater thirft. 
Thus each thirfts on to fill their ftore, 
Till each difgorge, to thirft no more. 



DESCRIPTION- OF -B-EE-S.- . . 
From Virgil. jEneid I. 1. 434. 

THUS toil the Bees beneath the fultr.y Iky, 
While o'er each plant with rapid touch they flyi 
Its fweets extract from each virgineal flower, 
And bear its fragrance to their waxen bower : 
The liquid balm with chemic art condenfe, 
Or in each cell its proper ftore difpenfe. 
Others with care attend the homeward hive, 
Or from their walls the dronal army drive ; 
While all unite, collect, or flow their food, 
And each employ'd, confult the common good. 
No fubtle pride, or avaricious claim, 
Their union mars, or difappoints its aim : 
Alike their labours, and alike their plan, 
Themfelves the leflbn and reproach of maK. 

P 2 TRUE 
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TRUE CONSTANCY, 
Compared to an Oak. 

FIRM as its bafe, immortal fix'd below, 
Tho' billows roar, and furious tempefis blow/ 
Unmov'd^ fmiles, the favourite of the ikies ; 
Herfelf a rock that ev'ry force defies 1 
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S E L F-L O V E! 

The frequent Source of all other. 

• 

FROM various ends, in various modes we love, 
As nature, inftinft, or affection move, 
As paffions, interefts, or as whims approve. 
Some love for virtue, fome from pure chagrin, 
For beauty many, but the molt for gain. 
SomethiriVarobitious, an. ennobled (hame ; 
For blood the hero, and the prude for fame. 
Yet all is love, and felf the facred end, 
Or fpar'd a foe, or facrifie'd a friend. 



WHAT 
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WHAT IS LIFE? 

AN EPIGRAM. 

A Moment's length, a length of annual pains, 
A lift of griefs, infirmities, and fins: 
A fceoeof mndnefs, nonfenfe, and diftrefs, 
Where ■wi/dom dodders, and where wanders peace j 
The fage's blunder, and the fool's amaze, ' 
Where men turn brutes, and where immortals graze. 
Sacred to fenfe, their downward palates ply. 
Their fouls terrene, difown their Dative flcy ; 
Like beafts they riot, till like beafts they die. 
Thus born who live, a blind, ignoble race, 
Shall quit the ftage, fwift plunging to their place • > 
Their nature's fcandal, and their own difgrace. J 
PeriftYd from earth, their memory (hall rot,. • 
Reproach their laurels, or their name forgot : 
Such their reward, whom wanton fools commend, _ 
Their life, their crime, and wretchednefs their end. 



HYPOCRISY. , 

FAWNING, deceitful, turbulent, or meek, 
She darts the blow, or turns the other cheek : 
A double tongue, to prate on either fide, 
And double eyes, to watch the double tide : 

P 3 Move 
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Move at a blaft — whatever wind may blow, 

For this to tarry, or with that to go : 

Can figh or fob, can leering grin or groan, 

Pinch out your heart, and crack the breaking bone ; 

Tour faults expo/e, or flatter every vice; 

For this too nafly, and for that too nice : 

Can lie, cheat, hide, or twifling like a fnake, 

Can fuck your fubftance, till your heart-ftrings break: 

Religion's craft in every form can a£r, 

And plead the Bible for the vileft fait : 

Make confcience truckle when fhe would withftand, 

As intereft's hope her filence may demand : 

Fair to your face, but turn'd the culprit's back, 

Your name is Demon, and yourfelf a black: 

The truth affects, yet can the truth deny, 

And credit, forge, or propagate a lie : 

Feigns (o lament, and feals it with a groan, 

She deep enjoys the ill (he hopes is done. 



INCONSTANCY. 

I Can't, I mayn't, I won't, and yet I will ; 
I'll have it all, and yet have nothing (tilt. 
Thus toft, I fix ; and fix'd, I tofs again ; 
A flone in air, a bubble on the main." 
Such is my life, and fuch 'tis like to be, 
Till fnatch'd from idols, or transform'd by thee. 

THE 
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THE WAGES OF SIN. 

WHAT good can Sin expect to fee, 
Or I, if I a fmner be ? 
Unlefs fome difference come between 
The finner, and his ruin, Sin. 
Sin in itfelf is not an atl, 
It is the finner makes it fact. 
When this is finifh'd, both are one ; 
The firft is made, the laft undone. 
'Tis then in this the mifchief lies^ 
And then of courfe the finner dies; 
Unlefs fome mightier ward the blow ; 
But who that is, I wait to Jcdow. 



THE DISTAFF. 
I. 

OWhat is fife, at leaft what's mine ? 
A brittle thread of flaxen twine, 
On time's frail DiftafF fpun ; 
Too (lender /or the important weight, 
Hung on it by . the hand of fate, 
That breaks ere well begun. 

n. 
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II. 

Each day winds off a (hort'ning length, 
Thar,' as it runs, impairs its ftrength. 

More feeble than the paft : 
A few more turns around the wheel, 
And that which bid it run ftands ftill, 

Aad I have fpun my laft. 



THE SHORT DECISION. 

JESUS. 

" QTAY, thou peevifh, tefty Soul ! 

O Will there nothing pleafe thy will i 
Art thou under no cootroul i 

Peace, I fay, once more be ftill !" 

SOUL. 

How can I be quiet, Lord, 

Or from peevifh anguifh free? 
Thou, indeed, haft faid the word, 

But can that advantage me. 
Thou may'ft fpeak, and fpeak again ; 

But unlefs thou fpeak'ft with power, 
I for ever mtift complain, 

And complaining, murmur more. 

JESUS. 

" Well, if this is all you want, 

And will then contented be, 
I do here thy wilhes grant ; 
' Only come, and follow me." 

THE 
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HE INQUIRY ANSWERED. 
I. 

MUSING as I walk'd alone, 
What to think, or think upon-, 
This idea Itruck my mind : 
Where and what am I a-doing, 
Does it tend to peace or ruin } 
To inform me be fo kind. 

II. 

" What !" fays fomething like an elf, . 
" Can you not inform yourfelf ? 

" Who's oblig'd to anfwer you I" 
Nobody that I can tell ; 
Yet I could but take it well, 

And my gratitude would (hew. 

But at length I hear a voice, 
That, without complaint or noife, 

Anfwers all I can deli re ; 
Tells me, ruin'd as I am, 
And defil'd with ruin's Jbame, 

I (hall yet to Heav'n afpire. 
IV*. 

Not in wilh and hope alone, 

But (hall reach th' eternal throne; 

And a feat in glory find, 
Where no mem'ry (hall remain, 
Of my former guilt or pain. 

But a pure ethereal mind. 

NO 
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NO END OF MURMURING. 
I. 

SUPPOSE, for once, you'd all you want. 
What wou'd you not want next i 
For all the world would be too fcant, 
If we believe the text. 

JL 

Nay— but if I had all I want, 

I could not with for more : 
Only let none ray rights fupplanr, 

Nor rob me of my ftore. 

III. 

"Why then you'd want, if nothing elfey 

A thing you always will, 
While Nature, with her flying fails, 

Keeps turning round the mill. 

IV. 

To end then all your wants in one, 

And never more complaiu, 
Go, fetch content ; and when that's done. 

You'll never want again. 



ON 
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ON CONSCIENCE, 

At innocent of Crime. 

HAIL, foft companion of each guiltlefs breaft ! 
Whofe fmile is rapture, and thy bofom reft. 
No malic charmt, nor joy its triumph brings, 
If thine be filenr, or uutun'd its firings : 
But thefe attun'd, our confidence is fure, 
Our fleep refreftiing, and our reft fecure. 



SOME TOKEN FOR GOOD. 
I. 

WHOE'ER thy grace preferves from Jin, 
Whate'er. his heart or he has been, 
Whate'er his follies paft, 
May henceforth in thy mercy find, 
How great that goodnefs, and how kind, 
The LovE-that faves at laft. 

II. 

Love that ftiall to the end endure, 
Making its own and all things fure, 

That can its care require ; 
While confeious Faith, and humble Hope, 
Shall bear the contrite fpirit up, 

Nor quench the leaft defire. 

HI. 
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III. 

Come then, ray god ! if yet thy love, 
In pity, tho' thy frowns reprove. 

Support my tempted foul ; 
And grant me, as my laft requeft, 
To hide my forrows in that breaft, 

Where love abforps the whole ! 



CAUSES OF SPIRITUAL DECAY. 

THE Sin that does fo eafily befet ; 
Pride that contemns, and thoughts that Pride 
beget; 

The -want of prudence, and the, want of care, 
Neglect of watching, or contempt of prayer ; 
The lordly mind, that cannot bear reproof; 
Or cloven eye, that mocks the cloven hoof ; 
The unfeeling heart, or Paflion's angry fenfe, 
That ftone of {tumbling at the leait offence: 
The love of idol?, or the love of eafe, 
Or lulls that wait feme appetite to pleafe, 
Some foolHh wilh, fome vain and low defire, 
Or fparks of envy from Ambition's fire ; 
A boaft of god, that takes his name in vain, 
The hope of intereft, or the fear of man ; 
Some fecret paflion, half refus'd, yet lov'd, 
Some pique encourag'd, or fome crime approvVI. 

IS 
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In fuch a ftate, in fuch a frame as this, 
How fhould w& but of God and comfort mifs ! 
This were no wonder— the furprize lies here, 
That god fhould fuffer, what no fkfh would bear i 
An heart as harden'd, and a foul as dead, 
As yonder mountain that o'erhaogs its head. 
" But, O my God, have mercy, and forgive, 
Once more revive me, and my foul fhall live ; 
And then,, tho' fifted by the infernal pow'r, 
Shall but be winnow'd, to adorn thy floor !" 



CALCULATION WITHOUT NUMBER. 

SWIFT fly the years, from Eart to Weftern clime, 
While rifing funs but Ihine to (horten time. 
Go ye, who read, and meafure in a fpan 
The length of ages in the life of man : 
When this is done, go then your talent try, 
And count the moments of eternity ! 



CREATION 
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CREATION A MYSTERY. 

FROM being nothings and a thing of nought, 
I am, of nothing, to txtflence brought : 
But how or why into this flate I came, *' 
A thinking fubrtanee, like a thinking flame, , 1 
1 cannot tell ; except it be from this, 
That as from nothing every thing that is, 
Save that alone, by which whatever Hves, 
Its being takes, and every form receives. 
So 'tis to this, whatever that may he, 
I owe my nature and my entity. 
But then for ihofe what 'tis to that I owe, 
'Tis that mull tell me, or I cannot know: 
And that has told — the fum of which is this, 
« From firft to lafl, I'm not my own, but Hi« !" 



ON A DYING CHRISTIAN 
taking Leave of his Family and Friends. 

STRETCH'E) on his couch, Fidelio meekly Ties, 
While fmiling Hope fits fparkling in his eyes : 
His bounding heart, inflam'd with facred love, 
Pants for the joy that's only known above ; 

Hi* 
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FIs (hort'oing breath with, heav'n-born praifc infpiv'<f. 
His foul exults with rapturous vifions fir'd ; 
His quivering lips announce, but not exprcfs, 
The dawning fulnefs of his happinefs. - 

Thus, like a lamp that near expiring burns, 
One moment brightens, and then finks by turns*. 
He glows a fpark ; to catch it then be thine,. 
And light a thoufand that may longer (hine t 



THE CHANGE REPENTED. 
I. 

IF I were you, and you were me. 
As fools have often wifh'd to be : 
If you were me, and I was you, 
I wonder what we then Ihould do. 

II. 

You think, perhaps, you then fhould fee 
What I am not, nor with to be : 
A fomething wonderful and ftrange, 
The better for the wond'rous change : 

Q^a HI, 
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III. 

A fomething that, perhap9, you're thought, 
Could in a trice, t'effeft be brought} 
A deal of happinefs procur'd, 
That now you think is uninfur'd. 

• IV. ■■ 

But come, I'll, tell you how 'twou'd be, 
And then I think you'll plainly fee : ' 
Each would repent the other's pain, 
And each would wifli the change again. 



D A V I D'S REQUEST. 
I. 

ONE thing I've alked of the Lord, 
And one I more defire ; 
For three are promis'd in His Word, 
The whole that I require. 

II. 

A couch Whereon to take my reft. 
And daily bread to eat } ■ i •* 
. A God, to whofe paternal bread", • 
•1 may my foul commit. ! -•■ 



ir. 
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IV. 



A God that will thefe wimes grant, 

In tenderncfs relieve ; 
To whom I can unfold my want, 

And will my fins forgive. 

V. 

This God, who'er he is, (hall be 

My glory and my end ; 
And then, thro' all eternity, 

My everlaiting friend ! 



■ THERE IS BUT A STEP BETWEEN ME 
AND DEATH." 



I. 




And now fliall make my fong. 



0.3 
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It was a Step from Nature's womb 

.Into the light of day; 
And (hall, ere long, falute the tomb- 
That hides me from its ray. 

■ ni. 

But that which from the world remove* 

Its plca/ures or its gains, . 
Alike removes from fordid loves 
Its miferies and its pains. 

iv. : 

This laft and foleron Step by death 
This world for ever leaves ; 

Nor turns again to feck that breath, 
That to its God it gives. 

V. 

Then let me for this Step prepare, 
And then as glad remove, 
' To banquet with the god I fear, 
And fee the God I love I 
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« NONE OF THESE THINGS MOVE ME." 
i Arts xx. 24. 

WHAT, neither fear of want nor fliarae, 
The hopeof prajfe^. nor dread of fame;. 
The failing ptomijes of men, . 
The lion's roar, or lion's den ? 1 
What, neither pain, nor grief, nor lofs, 
The torturing Rack, nor ling'ring Crofs ; 
The wrath of men, -or rage of fiends, 
The lofs of wealth, or lofs of friends ? 
Do uone of thefe thy fpirit move, 
Lefs to confefs, or lefs to love ; 
But dauntlefs, confident, and bold, 
Face eaftern funs, or northern cold ; 
As all were nothing to that zeal, 
That, lit in heav'n, could challenge hell ? 
What, then* can .nothing coal or tire, ...... 

Nor fafety for himfelf infpire 
The man, whofe heart was all a flame 
To fpread the honours of the lamb ? 
Not one of all, nor all in one, 
Could make him (tatde, er fear to own 
His love -to, thee, or thine to him, 
Thy daily wpnder and its tbeme ; 
Who all for him Himfelf denied, 
.Was fcorn'd, betray'd, and crucified ; 

F 
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For whom all now is counted vain, 
If Him or His thy heart might gaip f. ' 
Can finners by perfuafion win, 
And teach a world the death to^n ; 
To figh, repent, believe, and love,. 
And live the life conceal'd above : 
This all his wifn, and all his care, 
His conftant ftrife, and eonftant prayer. 
His office faithful to fulfil, 
Renounc'd his own>, his Mailer's will 
His only hope, his daily joy, 
His glory, triumph, and employ ;■■ 
That finifh'd well his race below, 
He might in full aflurance go, 
Where He, by whom his laboar's own'd. 
And in that c'ay with glory crown'd, 
Holds out His tervants laft reward, 
To/a/ and banquet with their lord ! 



SUDDEN SALVATION, 

AN EPIGRAM: 

I Knew you'd fall ; but then I faw you'd rife; 
And what a mount '—from To^htt to the Ikies ! 

NO 
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NOBODY AT' HOME,.. 

AN EPIGRAM. 

PRAY, who lives here ? what nobody within ? 
" No one but me," And what's your name,, 
pray? « Sin." 
Heav'u blefi my e y e t t-w ha t c an t yoti live olot w? ■-. 
" Why yes, I've Conference ; he's the only only one: 
« And he's enough, it" you don't make a ftir." 
Ho! Conference— yoty hallo -J " Q pray, good Sir j. 
" Pray do not wake him, for I dread the end ; 
I " He'll turn me oft, and, L lb.aU lofc f a friend." 



PLAIN TRUTH, 

AN EPIGRAM. \ 

:;...• •■■( 

■' ' I.- ' ' 

WHAT I now fay, if it be true, 
Why mould I bafe deny t 
Tho' wh3t I 'fay mould be of you, 
There, now you may reply. 

• ii. 

But chance you nothing have to fay, 

You know the thing is faR : 
To Jhuffle then in children's play,. 

And half avows the aft. 

IIL 
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III. 

WKy then, what would you Have are do F 
I can't repair the rent." 
I know you can't } but, if 'ti* true,, 
At lcaft you Ihould repent, 



NEVER CONTENTED, 

AN EPIGRAM, 
I. 

THERE is no end to what we Wanr, 
Nor what our wants would afkt 
For really but to count the funv 
Were no fuch eafy. talk. 

• ■ - • - 

If. 

And yet how eafy to be gain'd,. 
If once the want were known ?: 

The one thing needful, when obtain'd", 
Would Turn up all in One ! 



AN 
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AN EPIGRAM. 

PRAY what is that you're looking for ? 
•"« Why fomethiBg I have loft.? 
That I fuppofe — but have a care, 
Your labour's worth the colt. 
" That I mult leave ; it is to me, 
" The lofs you know is mine." 
And fo it will, whate'er it be, 
- The temple, 1 or its fhrine. 
'Tis not the lofing then's the thing, 

But 'tis the thing that's loft : 
A beggar's equal to a king, 
And each may curfe the colt ! 



THE RETURNING SPRING, 

AN EPIGRAM. 

HILE Natare.teeming with its opening flowere. 
Adorns the groves, or decks the verdant 
bowers ; 

While birds and hearts ihcir fpeechlefs offerings bring, 
And bellow thefe, and thofe their mattins £ng-, 
My frozen bread no vernal change (hall fear, 
Bat clouds, and ftorms, and winter, all the year 1 

THE 
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THE FOUR IMPORTANT THINGS* 

AN EPIGRAM. 

TIME, life,.and death, with judgment yet to come, 
Demand our notice, aS they fix its doom : 
Why then contemn'd, -when to complete the coft, 
Perdition follows, aad then all is loft ! . 



- THE RACE OF LIFE, 
AN IF ICR A M." ' 

THE old have liv'd, and fo may live the young t 
How fad when either have furviv'd too long ! 
The youth invidious aims the hoary ftake. 
Yet view'd the goal, would willingly draw back : 
*| fulh op.,*' fays Death, " your mandature is paft, 
*> The laji in iiartiag, As the firft at laft 1" 

.. i 
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EVERY EFFECT CONGENIAL 
WITH ITS CAUSE, 

AN EPIGRAM. 

WHO fo-ws would reap, and rcafon that he (hou'd, 
But why complain the produft is not good ? 
Would you have grapes from thorny briars fpring, 
Or balmy figs from ofF the thiftle's fling ? 
Oh ! blame not thofe, 'tis Nature's beaten road : 
Bat blame the Reaper for the feed he. law'd. 



TRANSLATION OF AN EPIGRAM IN LATIN, 
From Mufculus, one of the German Reformers. 

PRESS'D with the threats of forrows ne'er to ceafe, 
Thy Church, CHRIST ! demands the pro- 
mis'd peace: 

Hear thou her prayer, the impending frorm difpcl, 
Avert her fears, and (hut the gates of Hell ! 
So mall Hie own thy faithfulnefs to fave 
The flock thou lov'ft, and whom thy Father gave. 

R RE- 
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REPROACH, 

AN EPIGRAM, 

LET lying Fame her Mailing trumpet blow ; 
If I no evil nor occafion know, 
'Tis but a blaft to blow me to that more, 
Where Scandal's breath mail found her trump no more. 



« LIE NOT AGAINST THE TRUTH," 
AN EPIGRAM. 

MUST then the truth be always fpbke. 
And a poor lie be never told ? 
What may we not, to ferve a joke, 
To gain a caufe, or fave one's gold I 

• 

" Why doubtlefs, if you chufe, you may ; 

There's nothing wrong but may be done-t. 
But how 'twill Hand another day, 

i'd have your prudence think up6n !" 

A RE- 
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A REFLECTION, 
I. 

IF they are Weft, and only they, 
Who love and wou'd do all men well 
What can we do to them or fay, 
Who prove they wilh tp all men ill ? 

II- 

And that they do not wilh all well, 
As foes, not friends, to liberty, 

Is plain from this — lef fuch prevail, 
And tyrants all or Haves muft be. 

III. 

For there's no medium, in the cafe, 
if Liberty's ailow'd to none.; 

But thofe who claim the highcft place, 
Or mount by murder to a throne. 

IV. • 

Our choice, indeed, may not be hard, 
So far as choice of will may go ; 

Since few would chufe to be dcbarr'd, 
If choice of what they lik'd wou'd do. 

R 2 
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V. 

But this not fo— not one in ten? 

No, nor ten thoufand times that fum, 
Bat muft fubmit to other men, 

Perhaps the offspring of the/cum. 

VI. 

And fay not — " This is not my choice." 

I know 'tis not as well as you : 
'Tis the dread fentence of a voice, 

That cries aloft, « It mufl be fo." 

mj 

So long as men are what they are, 
So long this fentence muft remain: 

Reafon and Juffice both declare, 

" Slaves muft' fubmit, and tyrants reign." 

vnr. 

But when, thus punifh'd, they relent, 
That hand adore that wields the rod } 

Of every fin forfook, repent, 

And thus repenting turn to God : 

IX. 

Then (hall the wrath of Heav'n be turn'd, 

AH farther enmity (hall ceafe ; 
The fire that o'er his children mourn 'd, 

Shall fmiling feal their mutual peace. 



,Gocwle 



i »97 3 



A N 

EPIGRAM ON EPIGRAMS. 



HAIL thou (hort, but pleafing Verfe! 
Simple, keen, polite, and terfe; 
Forcing (miles, yet giving paio. 
From thy fly fatyric vein : 
Full of compliment or wit ; 
Who forgive can ne'er forget : 
Dubious founds that flrike the ear. 
And provoke the Cynic-fneer. 
Yet what Cynic dare thee blame, 
While thy name is " epigram !" 
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TO THE MEMORY OF THS 

REV. MR. VINCENT PERRONET; 

Who, after having been Minifter of the Parifh of Shore- 
ham, in Kent, for the Space of more than Fifty- 
feveu Years, died on Monday, the 9th of May, 1785, 
in the Ninety fecond Tear of his Jge. - 

RIPEN'D by years, but more matur'd by grace. 
At once to end his labours with his race, 
The Man of God, as fix'd on Pifgah's top, 
Survey'd the profpeft, as he felt its hope ; 
With eye reflexive view'd the feafons part, • 
The world's vaft nothing, and its end at lad } 
His former labours and his ceafciefs pains, 
His toil unwearied, as minute its gains : 
Now deep revplv'd he longs his charge to meet, 
And caft his million at the Mailer's feet ; 
From earth he fprings, while prophets gone before,*"*. 
Stretch their wide arms to land him on the (hore; 
While foiling hods the patriarch -gueft furround, 
Mount on the car, and bear him from the ground. 

Thus 
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Thus bright attended, fee him (bar on high, 
Borne, as on wings, beyond Creation's fky ; 
Where, brought in fight of the eternal throne; 
Lighting he falls to Him that fits thereon : 
When lo ! a voice, from out the mercy fear, 
Bids ftrait— " Arife, and Hand as on thy feet; 
*' I know thy works, thy labour, and thy lofs, 
" And lo ! the crown that overhangs thy crofs — 
" Whofe patient arm my weightier crofs has borne*" 
There, next to feraphs, and perhaps ftill higher, 
With beams of light, and of diftinguifh'd fire, 
Shall fliine, as glowing with fuperior flame, 
The prophets mantle, and his diadem : 
And there, the fweeter rapture to impart, 
Who, next his God, lay neartft to his heart, 
Shall Ihe be found — a mother, long no more*. 
But earlier call'd from Time's morbific fhore-: 
Where too (hall ftand, if Hope can feel its ground, 
A num'rous offspring, with the patriarch found. 
Amazing love ! might but this lot be mjne, 
To fhine with ftars, where ftars for ever fhine!. 



AN 
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AN EPITAP H, 

Sacred to /^'Memory of Mrs. C. P. 

Who departed this Life, on February 5, 1763, aged 
Seventy-five Tears. 

HE R E lies interr'd, from every drofs refin'd, 
Her a(hes number'd, and her dud enftirin'd, 
A foul, emerg'd from,all that once detaiu'd 
Its hands in fritters, and its heart enchain'd; 
Whofe wearied feet at length their courfe have run, 
Their warfare ended, and their race have won ; 
Whofe end approach'd, the end of all her care, 
Her legal labours, and her meek defpair, 
He faw, who lov d, and call'd His favourite home, 
He faw, who loves, and guards the facred tomb : 
Ripe for her reft, but patient of delay, 
She heard, " Arife, my fair one, come away." 

Thither, where Saints with joy celeftial glow, 
Soft as the made, and whiter than the fnow, 
Silent as night, (he glides from Earth's abode,. 
And waking found her fpirit fafe with God !: 



To 
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To the MEMORY of Mr. C..K 
Who departed this Life, Auguft 12, 1776, aged 56. 

CAUGHT to the fkles from out this vale of woe. 
He foars aloft,, to Ihine where martyrs glow : 
A man of forrows, and aggriev'd with pain, 
Reftor'd thro' death, he joins the martyr'd train : 
Like Abraham's heir, when ofFer'd by his fire, 
E'en here he faw the confecrated fire, 
Sworn to refign, and in its flames expire. 
Patient to bear, tho' Nature's will complains,. 
Each day new trials, and each night new pains J 
Refolv'd to fight his pafTage to a crown, 
Refolv'd he flood, and threw the gauntlet down. 
O Thou, who didft his every burden (hare, 
Nor leave his hope to danger or defpair: 
E'en -to the laft thy utmofl! word was try'd, 
Till Nature fail'd, and Grace was glorify'd ! 



On the DEATH of Mift D. P. 

September 19, 1782, aged 56. / 

DEAR to his faints, but dearer to their GOD, 
Another faint has left this earthly clod : 
Made ripe thro' fufFcrings, fanftified by Grace, 
A Star (he (hot, to mingle with their race. 
Reafon, be (till, let Truih her hiftory tell}. 
In purelt realms of pureA light to dwell, 

SavM, 
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5av*d by the Love that forms her high abode,!? 
Perfect in this, on wings of Love (he rode > 
Elijah's car, that bare Elijah's God ! J; 
Rejoice ye faints, and thou, her hoary Sire, 
Replete thyfelf with Heav'n's prophetic fire. 
O may thy foul a prophet's tranfit ftta!,\ 
Nor liog'ring pains, nor dying anguiih feel : 
E'en, now he waits, who bids thy fpirit '* Come,' 
To light the flame, and bear thy fpirit horn! 



To the MEMORY of Mr. J. P. -who died OSobef 
a8, 1767, aged 34 Xtort, 

TURN here thine eyes, thou paffing traveller,, 
turn ; 

And o'er this hearfe, and o'er thefe afhes mourn. 
Yet not for thefe, but for yourfelves ye weep; 
Who die in Jefus, are not dead, but fleep : 
With Him entomb'd, their peaceful fpirits reft - , 
Lock'd in His arms, and folded on his brcaft ; 
Where hidden treafures from their fountain flow, 
Where martyrs banquet, and where feraphs glow;.' 
While mines fupreme— His faints eternal head. 
Lord of His o%vn, the living or the dead ! 

This hope be :hine-^then let thy fiii'h approve,. 
Thy heart devoted, and thy life above : 
So, when reviv'd, the dead in N Chiift fhall rife, 
Thou too (halt mount, and fan the immortal fkies! 

. — AN 
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AN ACROSTIC 
On the Word " Acrostic." 

A DIEU, vain world, and all thou art, 
C are's guilt is thine, and mine the /mart : 
R iches, ambition, honours, joys, 

nly prefcnt in vain their toys. 
S ick is my life, and lick I'd be, 
T ir'd with thy lifelefs vanity. 

1 f thou once grant me ought, be't this ; 
C hrift be my choice, let me be his ! 



AN ACR OSTIC 
On Mr. J C- 

I DIOT of grace, to make worfe idiots wife, 
pen their ears, and couch their hood-wink'd eyes, 
H e comes, a flammerer of the gofpel fong, 
N or human learning, nor the learned's tongue ; 

C hofen and call'd, if call or choice there be, 
A man of wonders, and more wond'rous he. 
R are work of Heav'n— ye fits his million hear, 
L ike that dumb brute's, that twing'da prophet's ear 
T o teach us wifdom, Wifdom fends her fools, "\ 
fFers her hand, to lead us to her fchools, I 
N or ever quits her charge, till they firft quit her j 
rules. J 

ON 
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ON THE VELOCLTY OF TIME. 

AGES and years, with months and moments, fly, 
The minor offspring of eternity: 
Of awful import, tho' of trivial name, 
Their nature, end, and origin the fame. 
Heav'n's grand bequefl, our fafety to fecure, 
And make its warfare, with its victory, fure: .. 
Recorded all ! a vaft ttnnumber'd (tore, 
Whofe fate is fix'd, and time revolves no more. 



"HQ's this that fleeps beneath this mould'rirrg 



" Why can't you read !" To you that afk be't knowo, 
I once, like you, as now you, juft like me. 
Thought life a jeft, and god a novelty : 
But now revers'd, the dead much better know ; 
And ye who doubt, where they are gone mult go. 



A N 



EPITAPH. 




ftone? 
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AN EPITAPH, 

In Mpnkijb Latin. 




IC jace't morte fecurus, 
Qui visit olini impurus ; 



Sed noa impeniter mor lens, • 
Sperat felkiter oficns. 
Tu, qui hoc dubitas tecum, 
Roga refurgere mecum. 



The TranJIation. 
.11- ..".».. 

HERE lies entomb'd fecure, 
• One who liv'd not fo port ; 

But forrowing for his fin, 

Hopes glad to rife again. 

Pray ye, who doubt his - word,' " J - 

To rife as Wetf reftofd. ' ' c !l ' % 



AN EPITAPH. 

• • L ... .-. . .. 

GO ye, that afk who lodges, here*, ' 
Within this .narrow tomb : , 
There's nothing from the dead to fear, 
Who'll not deny you room. 

. s n 



• 

Jl, 

•But chance, at prefeht, you don**-watot 

A lodging with the. dead : 
The grave, you think, is rather fcantj 

You chufe a wider bed. 

in. 't-i S 1 

A wider bed perhaps yoti'll. have, ' 
If you're a rogue Of ftate : " ' : 

■Only remember what you crave 

Will not decide your fete. ' 



TRANSLATION OF AN EPITAPH 
Over font m&Jl Abbot of St. Mbwls. 

BENEATH. thU bumble turf doth reft, 
qne who h'a's paid this, debt to fin j 
And thb' his name be;QQt expreft, ( , 
'Tis wrote the Book of Life within. 



•! i '. •.- 

Remark. 

THEN that's enough ; what man would crare 
A greater privilege to fliare f "" " . ! .. V 

E'en Monarchs, tho* they find a grave, 
Their names are feldom written there. 

■■>'■'■■• EPI . 
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EPITAPH: 

On the famous Mr. Matthew Prior. 

Written by bimfelf, on being upbraided -with tbt 
Meanneft of Ms Birth. 

NOBLES and Heralds, by your leave I 
Here lie the bones of Matthew Prior; 

A fon of Adam and of Eve : 

Let Bourbon ox tlajfau go higher. 



Remarks on tht foregoing Rpitafh. 

'TIS true, good Sir ; but, by your leave, 
With all your witticifm's pow'r, 

fcfs'd you not once a tyrant's fleeve ; 
Could Herod or his hogs do more ? 

Boaft then no more your noble birth, 
Nor quote an origin, your fhame ; 

The vileft knave that leads the earth 

Can equal plead, and boaft the fame. 
» 



S I AN 
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AN EPITAPH 

en* Jtfr. Jof. Baylis and hit Wife, in Malvern 
Church, in Worceflerfhire. 

i 

" nr^HEY were fo truly one, that none could fay, 
" X Which of them rul'd, or whither did obey: 
" He rul'd becaufe flie would obey, and sh*, 
•* In. fo obeying, rul'd as well as he." 

— — — rH"^ 1 ^ r——, — 

The Simile. 

THUS, like two luchtt that attend the well. 
Each take their turn to cafe the other's Jjbell : 
The firlt.arriv'd, the next as free defcends, 
And mutual thus fulfil their mutual ends. 

Or, like a bark that fteals acrofs the tide, 
Whofe equal turn its equal oars divide ; f 
But wanting one, or elfe the flroke ill croft, 
The veflel finks, or ftrands upon the coaft. 
But equal plied the firong united oar, 
The toil is fweet, and every bank ajbore f .. 
Thus match'd, thus pair'd, thus fitted to its mate, 
We may be happy in the married 1 ftate : 
But if unmatch'd, unfitted, and unpair'd, 
"You may be married, but you muft be marr'd! 

EPI- 
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EPITAPH 

On a Mifer. •. - 

HERE lies the fcorn of infamy, 
A fcandal to reproach itfejf j 
A mifer of uncommon dye, 

Whofe very blood and bones were pelf. 
And yet he had whereof to boaft, 

Altho' he gave no iythe nor tool; 
He lov'd his God, and, to his coft. 
So ferv'd Him, as to lofe his foul! 



OCCASIONAL EPITAPH. 

BENEATH this hearfe,of monumental ftone, 
Lies all that's mortal of the faint that's gone : 
A man of god 1 whofe glory was to prove 
The peaceful preacher of: alNpow'rful Love ! 



S 3 ANOTHER. 



ANOTHER. 

THY life how frail ! its moments, how they fleet 
How Ihort thy time, how long eternity ! 
Would'ft thou prepare* then mufe thy latter end, 
Make heav'a thy objecT;, and its ©ob thy fdeutjil 
So (hall thy Hope, at leaft, be fore of this, ". 
To live untainted, and then die ia peace. 



A MEMORY of Mq/ief J. H., '* 
Who departed this Life, Jpril 7, 1773, aged Eleven 

LIKE fome fair rose, that, in the morning feen, 
Hides its pale blufh beneath the mantling 

green; 

But filcnt fmote before the noon day fun, 
At evening fades, ere half its bloom's begun : 
So fell this flower ! that here, in duft array'd; 
Reclines its foliage to this facred (hade. • 
Immortal flower, whofe root, without decays 
Shall fairer fpring, and bloom in endlefs day !' 

AN 
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AN EPITAPH;. 
Oil Mr. C. M- 
#flo «&■</ hi f& 2iar 1762, 31 Kf<»«. 

HEARKEN, ye young, ye hoary fires attend; 
Hear all who breathe the afhes qf a friend 
To you they fpeafc, on you benign they call, 
Heirs of the tomb, and psrtners.of the fall. 
" Return," they, cr.y, " to earth return again," 
He bids who made, nor mocks the fens of men 
• He bids, who fbrm'd thy being at a word, 
Creation's Fountain, and the creature's Lord !. 
For whom all nature, and its fons were born, 
From whonj they ifiued, and tp Him return:. 
For life 6r deatta, unending as unknown, " 
To that afeended; or to ruin gone. 
Can you then hear, or can you thoughtlefs read; 
This dread alarm, this fummons from" the dead ?" 
Can you unmov'd the general fentence hear, 
Nor figh one wHhj nor (hed one geauine tear ? ' 
In vain, if fo, would worlds entomb'd arife, 
To-Wu2e your feart, or - point you to thefktesfc 



'• iS. . 
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To the MEMORY of Mr. W. J. , 
Who died on Auguft the 28th, aged 24. 
" Young men alfo die!" 

WEAN'D from the world, and weary of delay, 
In hafte for that where glows immortal day,. 
Like Lot from Sodom, and like Enoch borne, 
Longing, not late, to Canaan's reft I- turn;. 
In fweet expectance of unending life, 
A pilgrim worn and wearied of his ftrife: 
Made ripe for glory, and prepir'd for home,. 
1 reftlefs wait, till jesus bids me " oome." 
E'en now methiDks His charming voice I heaiv 
Now He invites, and now attracts me near :. 
No longer now His will my wifh denies, 
1 am my Lord's, and He my wifh fupplics ! 
Now then, my foul, lift up thy wifhful eyes j T 
Gird up thy loins, and, as thou gird'ft, arife; I 
Stretch both thy wings, and fan the immortal ikies. J 

T H E S T I T ir 'it ■ ; 

. ' * ' ' _ ■ * t 

HERE refts his head, <hat wants a reft no tnpreu ■» 
His thoughts collected, and his wand 'rings o'er : , 
Who faw his wift, has feal'd bis full releafe, 
Bid him refign, and then depart in peace." 

THE 
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THE TRUE DYINGS WAV, 

OR THE REAL CHRISTIAN 

Reluming to the Celeftiaf Zion with Songr of 
tvirlafiing DtRveranct ! — Ifaiah xxxv. ic* 

I. 

TT^ WAS on the banks of Jordan's tide, ] 
JL The clbfe. of Life's fliort day, 

A dying Saint melodious tried 
To chace her cares away. 

U. 

But though fiie oft had tW& hcrlhroat. 

And oft her cup ran o'er : 
Yet now the faug far fweeter uoifc. • . « 

Than e'er foe fang before, 
HI. 

" Farewell ((he cried) each idol-layj. : 

Ye tinfell'd toys adieu ; 
Ye,h*re no cbarow to tempt my ftay,.' 

And I h*ye nooe for you. 

IV. 

Farewell, wi& thefe, each worrying pain, 

With each corroding care ; 
Eaoh mortal lofVand rpprtal gain* 

Each childilh,hppe or fear. 

...I 
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V. 

■Farewell, fad Grief and fore Difeafe^, 

The fruit of inbred fin..; 
l ean no more repent of thefe, 

When I am enter'd in. 

vr; ' . 

Farewell alj feafops and all time?* 

Farewell the. change of this, 
}Vith all the follies and the crime*: 

That fools account their bUfi ! 

m.. 

Farewell. Contention's ceafdefs jars*, ' 
• Foreign, or home-bred feud; - , 
The tyrant's or the bigot's wars, 

That drench the world with bloodi. 
VIII. 

Farewell Ambition's furious finfe*, ' ' 

With Avarice' luff of gain?' 
The pridfe of drtfi, the pride of H% 

Religion's reft and bane,. 

IX. 

Farewell the Tempter's baleful powV 

With every fiery dart; 
And farewell too thefe clouds that.louf,, ■ 

And watch to cloud rny heart: • ■ 
X. 

Farewell" all forrow and all fhame;. 
And thou, O Sting of Death ! 

With thine, O Grave ! whofe dreary name 
Alarms at every breath.. 
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XI. 

Farewell then bright imperial Son, 

Whofe rifing gilds the morn ; 
And thou too, fair refulgent Moon, 

Wbofe beams the night adorn. 
.Xll.: 

TVfl^-yertQft^tf Geo*: • fc ' 

Ye Solar Staj-s fitreweU ; ■ - 
^ go^—wheEd uncreated beaniR ' 

Your brighteft flames excel. 
XIII. 

Tarewell, ye friends, that filent weep, 

And with your tears bedew 
This dying corfe— 'tis but a Jleep, 
And then I wake anew I 
. XIV., 
With you no more mufti conrerfe, 

Nor tread this dreary road ; 
See there the Prophet's flaming hearfe, 
That bears me to my God ! 

XV. 

•Ceafe then, ye kind companions, ceafe, 

Nor fond indulge your woe ; 
It is ray Father's pleafure this, 

And I with pleafnre go. 

XVI. 

Be yon as willing to fobmit, 

As now ye are to mourn ; 
And ye, ere long, fliall hear him greet 

Your tiling and return. 

XVII. 
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XVII. 

In fine {hen, Farewell all that's here, " 

And all my tongue could telL; 
Howeve/ lov'd, however dear, 

However good — Farewell!" 
XVIII. 

Thus Heaven'* fair Shorn, the GhriftlSn, lings. 
In fight of joys to coino; :'•'.*< 

While the Great Angel fpread* his wiiSgs, 
And wafuhu^gnrtiaoniel 

■ ' - \,£& iiiir '-'3 
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